DUCKS 


_ MICK JAGGER TALKS TO A.J. WEBERMAN 


* SPORTS * 
NEW YORK 


OKAY, MR. ToAD!! 
SPRAY AWAY” 


= 


HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


HIGH ENERGY 
SHOOTOUT 
IN WISCONSIN 


Protests spontaneously erupted in 
y cities and college towns last month, 
after Nixon's announcement of the 
mining of Haighong harbor. Large 
luirnduts in the streets (some the biggest 
since the Cambodia riots of "70) were 
often accompanied by police attacks, 
beatings, gassings, and thousands of 
urrests. While the reports were buried in 
the back pages of the straight media, 
some cities such as Albuquerque, 
Denver, Kent, Berkely, Boulder bumed 
for many nights with anti-Nixon 
vengeance, 
‘The hottest spot in the nation was 
Madison, Wisconsin where several days 
of street battles in the famed “Mifflin” 
section of town culminated in the 
shooting and wounding of three un- 
dercover agents. According to 
“Takeover” (Madison's underground 
Paperi, the shootout occurred when 
armed police tried to enter a communal 
house m the early morning hours. Being 
held are five people, one of whom (Ollie 
Swinherg—the man who blew dope- 
smoke in. Muskie’s face) is facing 105 
Years om an assortment of charg 


ee 


LOWER EAST SIDE | 
RENAISSANCE 


The Fillmore Theater will be placed on 
the block and sold to the highest bidder 
Thorsday. June 15 at 2 PM in the 
Roosevelt Room at the Hotel Roosevelt 
(45th street & Madison Avenue). The 
auction is open to the public and it 
should prove interestomg ip see who 
buys this relic of yesteryear. 
Meanwhile, Gem's Spa is coming to 
life again. People have been scen 
cleaning it out and word is that the famed 
comer rendezvous will be open for 
business and egg creams shortly. 


BESEIGED 
BY DUCKS, MAN 
CALLS POLICE 


INDUSTRY. Calif. (UPI)—When 
‘Thomas Wharton called on sheriff's 
depaties 10 rescue him, the deputies 
smiled and ignored the cal. 

The 41-year-old Mr. Wharton, recently 
discharged from the Marine Corps, sa 
he was surrounded by ducks. 

Skeptical deputies putthe call in the 

‘now we've heard everything” class and 
went about their work, 

Mr. Wharton called aga 
rescued from the quackers. 

No response, 2 

Mr. Wharton called a third time, 
demanding that deputies help him out of 
the predicament. He said he would hold 
the, telephone sothat deputies could hear 
the ducks besieging him, 

Sure enough, coming over the fine was 
the sound of many ducks, 

Deputies found Mr. Wharton 
‘surrounded by fowl in the midst of a duck 
farm, 

He had become tired while driving, 
hhad pulled over to the side and went to 
look for a*telephone, he told them. He 
climbed a fence, Mr, Wharton said, and 
found himself surrounded by ducks. He 
fled over another fence only 10 find 
himself deeper in the ducks, and 
eventually found a field telephone on the 


farm and used it to call for help, 


: 


asking to be 


SEALE ENTERS 
POLITICS 


Bobby Seale. Chairman of the Black 
Panther Party, is running for mayor of 
Oakland. California. Elaine Brown, 
Minister of Information (the position 
Eldridge Cleaver once held) is also 
Tunning for election to the City Coun 
The party has undergone many changes 
‘and is concentrating on local community 
‘organizing, as evidenced by this turn to 
‘electoral politics. With radical electoral 
Sictories in Bekeley, Ana Arbor. 
Madison, and even the town of Cotati (in 
Sonoma County. Southera California 
here the Peace and Freedom Party now 
has two of five city c seats and 
alliance with a third giving them control, 
who knows—we may soon haye Mayor 
Robby. 


.loseph Coviello, 37, allegedly smashed 
95 large windows af the Metropolitan 
Life Building last week with # four foot 
length of pipe. Guards at the building 
watched as Coviello walked slowly 
around wielding the pipe against the 
glass, the damaged totalling $190,000. 
Taken into custody. Covielld was asked 
why he did it. According 10 the Daily 
News he replied: “I didn't want to hi 
anybody in the head.” 


TULI 


from LISTEN TO THE MOCKING 
BIRD 
1GOT BOMBS (MINGLE MANGLE 
MINGLE) | 
New Song of the US Air Force | 
ftune1 Got Spurs Jingle Jangle Jingle) | 


1 got bombs that mingle mangle mingle 
As I go flyi merrily along 

And they sing: “Oh aint you glad you're 
Allin?” 

And that son ain't 50 very 
wrong. 

Oh Mme Binh. Oh Mme Bink, Mme Bink 
Tho I may have had some schoolin 
This is why I never tel: 

1g01 bombs that mingle mangle mingle 
As I go flyin merrily along 

And they sing. "Oh aint you glad. you 
dingle! 

And that song aire s0 very far from 
wrong. 

Oh Janie Fonda. Oh Janie Fonda, Janie 
Fonda 

Tho I done some moonlight spoonin 
This és why F up.and run 

T gor bombs that mingle mangle mingle 
And they scream, “Oh aint you glad you 
‘mangle! 

And that song aint 30 very far from 
wrong 

Oh Chiang Ching. Oh Chiang Ching. 
Chiang Ching 

Tho Til love to lay forever 

This és why I-can't remain 

1 got bombs that mingle mangle mingle 
AsL go flyin merrily along 

And they shreik, “Oh aint you glad you're 
killin!” 

‘And that song aint s0 very far from 
wrong. 

Qh Joan Baez Oh, Joan Baez, Joan Ba 
Tho you done a heap of schemin 
This és why it won't come true 

1 x01 bombs thar mingle mangle mingle 
AST Ko flyin merrily slong 

And they xing, “Oh aint you glad you're 
hillin!” 

And that song aint so very far from 
wrong. 

So FU mangle on along. 


far from 


TULI KUPFERBERG 


by E.R. Lendler 

New York University, the nation’s 
largest privately owned educational 
institution, isin big trouble these days. It 
seems that NYU is broke, and in a full 
Page ad in a recent issue of the Times it 
was announced that the uptown 
University Heights campus was slated for 
sale to the state, Big layoffs of faculty are 
also expected. 

How does a corporation like NYU, 
well known for its extensive real estate 
holding in a downtown Manhattan as well 
as large corporate interests elswhere (the 
Mueller spaghetti company is NYU- 
‘owned) go broke? The faculty, especially 
those being kicked out the door, have 
raised just this question and have 
demanded an investigation into possible 
‘mismanagement of the University's 
funds. 

‘They cite in particular eight recent 
cases in which trustees of NYU have 
been involved, including “fraud.” 
“criminal conspiracy", and “unlawful 
conversion of funds.” Although these 
ceases were unreleated. to NYU itself, 
there wete twelve NYU trustees in- 
volved. and, well, some of the NYU folks 
seem to feel that “where there's smoke, 
there’s fire." 

Take. for instance, Trustee Joha L. 
Loeb. “In heariigs before the Senate 
Commerce Commision last October {st it 
was revealed that Loeb and partners were 
major stockholdrers in the North 
American Chemical Comppany whose 
ties with the New Jersey underworld have 
been under investiga tion. Efforts of 


N.Y.U. TRUSTEES PROBED IN FRAUD, CONSPIRACY, CASES 


markets to stock its detergent produts 

ave been alledged by the senators t0 be 
connected with murder of two food store 
managers and the mysterious disap- 
Pearance of a third person who had 
refused to cooperate with the sales effort 
Ip the New York Times (October 6, 1971 
pp. 1, 32) North American President 
Nathan Sobol testified that the company 
had paid ocr $25,000 per year as well as 
extending other benefits (0 Eugene J 
Catena. an underworld figure, during 
period of eight years “to promote sales.” 
He also testified that the firm “worked on 
ASP through John Loeb who was in 
terested in us." 

Or the instance of Trustee Ruth 
Farkas, also a Director of Alexanders 
retailing firm. On October 19, 1971, 2 
Federal indictment named Alexanders 
‘retailing firm. On October 19, 1971. 
Federal indictment named Alexanders 
Department Store as “co-conspirator” in 
a “fraudulent scheme to pay for political 
expenses of the 1965 mayoral campaiga 
of controller Abraham Beame."" 
Alexanders joined six other firms in 
making “disguised political con- 
tributions” which were later deducted 
From taxes as ‘legitimate business ex- 
Penses™. (New York Times, October 20, 
1971. p. 42) 

‘Then there is Trustee Andre Meyer, 
principal owner of ILazard FRERES an 
investment baking house. On january 6, 
1972. Federal Judge Muray I. Gurfein 
approved a $1 million out-of-court 
settlement (an admission, in effeet, of 
uuilt) hy Lazard Freres of a suit involving 
the sale of the Lazard Fund, a mutual 


North American to force major ‘super fund. 16 Dun & Bradstreet in 1976 for for research) 


$25 million profit. This case involved 
the misuse of other people's money 
through the mechanism of mutrval fund 
Manage ment. Personnel from Lazard 
Freres were also called into question over 
the recent ITT scandal when im. 
‘mediately after the Justice Department 
privately settled its antittrust suit with 
HTT, Lavard unloaded hundreds of 
thoumnds of itt series N prefferred stock 
ente the Ohio Teachers Retirement 
System {stoke value dropped about 12 
©n public announcement of the set 
Wementl. representing a loss to the 
feachers of almost $I million (Wall St 
Journal, April 4, 1972, p. 4) 

As these and the other five cases noted 
by the NYU faculty members’ demand 
indicate. fraudulent dealings in elections 
and misuse of funds are not unfamiliar to 
the firms with which some NYU trustees 
fre connected. Among some of the 
specific questions being raised are 

Why is the NYU budget kept secret? 

Why are the real estate holdings of 
NYU kept secret? 

Why do trustee-owned of related 
construction companies get contract to 
build NYU buildings and what kind of 
hidding is involved in issuing these 
contracts? 

Why does the NYU Top Managment 
speak out politically in favor of tax 
dodges on charitable contributions for 
the rich as “solutions” to NYU's financial 
crisis rather than speaking for an end to 
the war and a reduction in defense 
Spending with concomitant Federal 
education funding? 

Thanks to New Universi 


Conference 


FACE THE ACE 
PAPANDRE 


By Pat Morris 


In April of 1967. Andreas Papandreou, 
feader of the Center Union in Greece, 
k government, and son 
reou, the Prime Minister 
of Greece, was arrested in his home and 
Pal in prison, as part of the military coup 
the CIA instituted in Greece. Several 
‘months later he was released and sent into 
from Greece, he 


of George Papan 


exile. Since his departure 


hhas become the acknowledged leader of 
PAK, the Panhellenic Liberation 
Movement 

PAK is a movement inside Greece,” 
Papandreou told me. "We here. who are in 
the organization abroad, are sort of 


Fepresenting that movement. But we are an 
offshoot of the movement that exists in 
Greece. 11 is true that we have activities 
abroad. PAK is international, it is in every 


couniry in Europe, but it is based in 
Greece, 
You hear little about resistance in 


Greece because itis not reported,” he told 
‘me. “This is the one thing that they don't 
want reported. in America especially 
They would desire the Greek issue to die 
entirely. Only the Greek people won't 
Permit that to happen. We do indeed have 
action. It is entirely untrue that there has 


been no active resistance in Greece. There 
has been 9 lot ot it 
Papandreou handed me a PAK 


statement: Partial List of Reported 
Resistance Acis and Trials in Greece 
Jan. 5. 1972: Two hand grenades thrown 
at central offices of Athens Security 
Jan. 26. Two bombs planted at the 


French Embassy in Athens, 
Jan. 25. Two bombs explode at central 
locations in Athens 

The list goes on and on. “It is true,” says 
Papandreou, “that the resistance is not at 
the scale we would like to see. But it is 
there. And there have been extremely 
harsh sentences. and fantastic torture. In 
fact. for torture to take place on this scale, 
obviously there has been resistance. In 
twials recently, the defendants, despite the 
fact that they knew this would cost them 
miore years, have given details of torture. 
Bloodcurdling, literally 

Also. the Council of Europe has ousted 
Greece from its ranks. That's an 
organization which has almost never in its 
history do nificant, but the 
one significant at least did was 


ing ahai 


OU 


AN EXCLUSIVE 
O 


“It is not that some colonel in Greece decided the hell with 
freedom, as if it were some intemal problem. It’s to get America 
out, which is a more difficult task.’ 


1 Greece. Now it has tak of 
conscience problem, and it will dono 
mrore. really, but at least it did that, on the 
asis of a report from the Human Rights 
Commission of Europe, in which they have 
excellent documentation of torture in 
Greece. Torture in Greece takes place at 
approximately the same levels as it does in 
Brazil. I's the same type of thing,” 
Papandreou does not like to dwell on the 
nd the repression, for political 


torture, 


Fe not a human rights movement," 
tte insists. “In fact, we are the only ones 
who do not join forces very easily in asking 
for. say. the release of prisoners, for in- 
stance. It’s not that we like 10 see people in 
jail. They are our friends in prison. But 
thar's not the issue. The issue is not 
whether he isin prison or he isn't: the issue 
is are we going 10 develop a political 
‘movement. a liberation movement, sul 
ficiently strong to overcome them (the CLA 
and the colonels}. And we know there will 
he victims along the way. We don't ignore 
them. we are sorry for them and will try to 
raise money for them and their families. 
But we don't put our emphasis there 
That’s not the big issue. And if you are 
worried about human rights, I think there 
are biguer issues than Greece, even right 
here, 

“There are certain dangers in having 
hunian sights position. That is, dangers of 
covering up. In the Senate we have had a 
confrontation over the Greek issue. Now, 
in this climate in the Senate, people like 
Folbright, for instance, who are against the 
administration policy, first of all do not 
argue that America herself imposed this in 
Greece. This is not the phraseology. Not 
that Greece is being colonized. by 
America. They say simply that this is not 
Proper. for our government to support a 
regime such as this, and they should do 
something about it. So, you see, if there 
was a more careful handling of the 
cvloncls by the administration. there 
‘ould be no problem. They talk about the 


Felurn of 
8 fiber 

Papandreow gave me s copy of the 
Proposed new constitution of Greece. 
hich he calls “A C 
Law by Other Menns 
that. Te offers the Greek people an 
alternative—vote for the colonels in a free 
election, or die 

The whole spectrum of liberal 
congressional forces would be entirely 
satisfied if the colonels went on to elec 
tions under this constitution. The Greek 
Problem would be over for them, This is a 
hig danger. and this is why, while we 
appreciate everything they do, we consider 
that there is no deep understanding. and 
that there is no willingness 10 take the 
proper stands, 


lain democratic freedoms, or 


junta entirely as a 
on. In fact, this is. what 
distinguishes our movement. We consider 
the struggle to be # national liberation 
struggle. We don't want it, bit we don't say 
‘hat that is our problem. It is not that some 
colonel in Greece decided the hell with 
freedoms: asif it were an internal problem, 
So we join forces to get the colonels out, 
Its get America out, which is a more 
\lifficult task, You have to get America out 

which is a very hard 


of Greece, 
proposition, 
The American government has become 
more openly pro-junta with the passing of 
time. First of all, it was under the Johnson 
administration that the junta took place, so 
We cannot say that there was anything 
Positive. but under the Nixon ad: 
‘ministration we move to open embrace. 
All this was of course capped by Agnew’s 
isit to Greece. You know, he suddenly 
became emotional to see the country of his 
father, He went to Greece and spent 15 
days praising the regime. the way words 
are used these days is fantastic.” 
Papandreou’s position, at least in the 
1S. is tenuous. Liberals who object to the 
Greck juni are loathe to listen to his 
accusations of CIA intervention, and scoff 


INTERVIEW 
REVOLUTION 


Conservatives 


WW His Svealled paranoia. 
Ahuchler when they” see chim coming 
sPapandreow tecently did a television 
interview with Witham Huekley, who kept 
saving things like, "Nothing personal, but | 
Whink T sbould inform my audience that 
wont alo not have @ reputation for truth) 
Meanwhile, radicals hve heen conned by 
tho Anierican prexs t0 believe he is a do- 
pooder, and tend 1 doubt his 
revolutionary eredentials, 

| think we are finally convincing the 
Amer Tel that we are truly 
revolutionary," he says, “And that we don't 
just wont a retuen to pre-coup Greece. 
Vhat is why 1 comider this interview more 


important than @ tot of other things. It is 
vefy important that we reach American 
youth,” 


The difficulty that we face b that we 
don’t have, unfortunately, any government 
ivan ally. We have progressive forces here 
‘ind there. but 10 be able 10 mobilize an 
armed confrontation by the people, you 
First have fo convince them that the means 
Will be there. Especially mature people 
politically such as the Greek people, who 
Have heen through it before, We are a 
‘unique case at this point in having no 
Single government on earth behind our 
movement for liberation. And Tthink this 
's the special tragedy "of the Greek ease. 
hecause we have as overwhelming 
majority of the Greek people, People are 
ready to fight and to die, But how do you 
mobilize and expose it if you doo't have 
usically continuing basis of support? 
Alter all, is easy to say he's ready to die, 
alright, go die, but it would be nice if he 
sioes die 10 take ten people with him rather 
than just 9 die 

We need allies, and that is exuctly the 
stage that ouf movement is at now. We are 
in the position of keeping the colonels 
‘uncomfortable: we have made them five 
Hike that and we cam keep that up. But at 
some point you have 10 go onthe of- 
fensive, Our movement believes that only 
‘through confrontation in Greece, between 
the Greek people and the regime can we 
liberate ourselves. And we believe in that 
confrontation taking all possible forms, 
We have no restrictions: We have no 
compunctions about the use of violence 
Bui we wantit to be used rationally, 
the contest of pl 


TRAITORS, ALL 


President Nixon? Why not call 
him Comrade Nixon? Or con- 
trariwise, President Brezhnev, ot 
Vice-President Kosygin? Just to 
whom do we owe our allegience 
these days, that’s what the ACE 
would like to know! Because as the 
sickening - realities of Nixon's 
bargainings with the Reds 
progressively unfold before us, it 
becomes clearer and clearer that 
America has been sold a dandy bill 
‘of goods! 
Just take a look at what Nixon 
handed over, on a silver platter as 
it were, to the bloody-handed Red 
gangsters of Soviet Red Russia! We gave those bombastic bums nuclear 
superiority, the Mediterranean, tiny enslaved Latvia, and the Moon, just 
as finaly as if the title to allthis real estate had been written and signed 
with the very life blood of the men, women and children living on it. And 
when ‘Comrade’ Nixon finally emerged from the Svengali job thrown on 
‘d Brezhnev—not to mention the shadowy Henry 
Kissinger—America’s word bore no more weight in the world than the: 
of Nairobi, say, or Costa Rica, 

And isn’t it interesting how these Soviet slavemasters could with such 
aplomb throw their own ally North Vietnam to the wolves? 


Red pink, or just yellow? 


TRAITORS ABOUND 
the lesson to be learned from observing these power-mad 
es: you can't trust ‘em as far as you can smell ‘em, and you can 
smell’em from the banks of the Potomac to the shores of the Volga, With 
their bargain-basement diplomacy, the Yankee murderers and the 
Cossack con-artisis are ready to divvy up the globe and even outer space 
between them without a thought for the Little Guy. 


WHAT'S IN IT FOR US 
The ACE calls for nothing less than the extermination of these political 
pool sharks and all their penny-ante shills, or a mass trail for treason, at 
least, for the likes of Secretary of State William “Benedict Arneld”™ 
Rogers and on up! 
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This week's ACE cover by Bill Griffith is an impressive visualization of Director: Stove Heller/ Asylum Press Production Managers Lynne Gildensoph 
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CERTAIN PHILISTINES 
have called these artists “vandals,” and propose to turn our subway 
Pillats to postillions on which to give them a sound drubbing, Indeed, one 
Wag has advocated the erection of a huge wall, beginning at Riverside 
Drive and 110th Street, running crosstown to the East River, and thereon 
(and we quote) “let the devils scribble to their black hearts’ content." We 
think this is absurd, if not downright callous, 
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MENE, MENE TEKEL 


ive at the ACE; taking the long view, rejoice and take pride ix our —_— 
eponymous muralists who are in turn so proud of their own part in Fun LETTERS 


City, Remember, the “writing on the walls” of the Great Pyramids is now 
revered as great Art.-The inner walls of Liberty Hall, Philadelphia, was 

the escritoire for many early patriots to declare their own independenc 

Would G-I, Joe have stopped Hitler without Kilroy at his side? Above all Ju 
remember the holy finger whose fiery message on the Babylonian wall Dear Ace: 


1,1972  soever, Nevertheless, we would hope you 
would wish to become a positive force in 


Cahors asa the Nebuchadnceses of eine Von eee Sead omping eigtinoroind 
cohorts against the Nebuchadnezzars of today. Vandals, scrawl on, the February” 15th. edition "of your aca 


carefully we 


es Chairman, 


PELL IT RIGHT containing ma would be of- Commission on Human Rights 
; SS eee 
Quaalude, not quahlood. disturbing 10 the Commission because it Did you hear the one about the little boy 


Somes a‘ time when a new sense of ethnic who was siting on the curb stone paying 
‘entity and pride is emerging in New York with a mound’of horse shiv? 
City: Newspapers such as yours can either Well, Father Gilhooley came by and saw 
emphasize the divisive effects of this the litle boy and said, “Begorran, me tan 
Phenomenon or support the efforts of what ever are ye doin’ plays’ In the meses 
+ those who are attempting to alleviate or — shit 
curb the racial tensions. which are Tm making a Jew," said the litle boy, 
creasing in this city as a result of ethnic “Ho, bo", laughed Father Gilhocley, 
; awareness. We are aware that under the greatly amused. "Now why would oe 
(nce ado ie some birdoed Bocone he wanted o sng smeely. He couldn ay oggs Sarena. We are awave that under a a 
either. citizen is free to publish or say whatever he “Lain't got enough shit to make an Irigh- 


Moral: Stick 0 your own because youll be more appreciated s€€6 fit, or to preach any doctrine what- man." said the litte bey. ca 


A FABLE 


by Vincent Titus 


hy Joe Kat 
What do J 


in Crawford, Grace Kelly, 
Elizabeth Taylor, Matilyn Monroe, Vinge 
Edwards, Steve Reevesy Loretta Young, 
Beute Davis, Bing Crosby, Hedy Lamar 
Bely Grable and many Others have ia 
common? Simple: each wasegiven the 
MAGIC CIRCLE by Dr. Anthony Norvell, 
freelance guru and former advisor Ta the 
Hollywood Stars, during his long carsee 
playing mystical Polonius to the wards of 


the Dream Factory 
Dr. Norvell, or simply "NORVELL” as 


he prefersto be called (he likes to. be 
addressed in caps, by the way), describes 
himself as w 20th Century Philosopher and 
holds forth every Sunday morning—not in 


Hollywood any longer, alas—but in. the 


more sobering environs of Town Hall, 
where he gives a free lecture outlining his 
own unique program of self-help, NOR 


VELL also puts in frequent appearances at 
Carnegie Hall, where he hosts seminars on 
Mind Cosmology and masterminds Magic 
Circle ceremonies for $5 a head, or 4 
lessons for $15 special bargain rate. For 
this modest sum, NORVELL will grease 
Your way to health, wealth, and happiness 
Via the soothing application of his various 
and sundry crackpot ideas. When it comes 
losalvation, NORVELL practically gives it 

According to one of the fliers distributed 
‘at the Town Hall lecture, NORVELL has 
been doing his thing for quite some time 
now. "NORVELL,” it says, “who has 
lectured in world-famous Carnegie Hall for 
years. achieving (sic) outstanding success, 
‘a an author and lecturer on human 
relations, He is best known for his famous 
MAGIC CIRCLE, He has given this one 
lecture to several thousand people over the 
years. including at least three hundred 
famous movie stars of Hollywood, who 
have retained their fame throughout the 

NORVELL discovered the MAGIC 
CIRCLE thirty years ago. He was a young 
man in Hollywood and met many young 
actors wha were struggling to achieve 
fame. Through his studies in Oriental 
Philosophy and Mysticism, NORWELL 
learned of the great power of the human 
‘mind. He built a system from these studies 
which he could communicate to any one 
and which made that person more 
dynamic, magnetic, and awakened a deep, 
inner, cosmic consciousness and gave him 
illumination, and a radiant ism, 
which imprints everyone who eames into 


his presence. 
Once imprinted, there are no mountains 
human soul-can’t climb, Among “his 
y triumpsh, NORVELL once “gave 
Clark Gable the MAGIC CIRCLE, and he 
‘ame the King of Hollywood.” If that 
isa't enough for you, “When William 


Holden failed in his first sereen test, 
NORVELL gave him the MAGIC CIR 
CLE, and he won a contract that made him 
iniltions."” “Lest the reader think that 
NORVELL’s miracle work is only. per: 
formed among the denizens of Dreamland, 
‘et it be known that nothing—not even 
NORVELL himself—is further from the 
truth. On the contrary, NORVELL insists 
thot "PEOPLE IN EVERYDAY LIFE 
CAN USE THE MAGIC CIRCLE.” And 
the MAGIC CIRCLE is only one of the 
mainy prizes to be found in NORVELL's 
tab bag of mystical truths, There's plenty 


of other good things in there as well, not 
the least of which include the secrets of 
Transcendental Meditation, Mind 


Coxmology, Cosmic Magnetism, Astral 
Projection, Psycho-Imagery, Astrology, 
Secret Knowledge from the Himalayas, 
Yoga Diets—the breakfast of gurus— 
Alpha Brain Wave Therapy, Psychic 
Unfoldment, Sacred Flame Rituals, and 
Christian fundamentalism—the list is 
\irtually endless, What Jack LaLanne does 
for the body, NORVELL can do for the 
mind, 

When 1 first heard about NORVELL, 1 
wax understandably anxious 10 get an 
arful of the kind of helpful wisdom that 
enabled the likes of a bland everyday 
Person on the order of William Holden to 
make millions for himself, even if it meant 
being at Town Hall at 11 sharp to get it, 1 
hadn't seen a Sunday morning in quite 
some time bul. if appearances had any say 
in the matter, what with the sun shining 
and the air crisp and cool, it looked like an. 
ideal day for psychic reform. And not only 
were churchgoers of every conceivable 
denomination, from ‘your consecrated 
Catholic 10 your citcumcized Jew, filling 
IH streets like the myriad droplets of the 
very Flood itself, but even the Academy of 
Music—normally the host of blue films and 
questionable rock concerts—was holding 
‘an inspirational: sales ‘siminar un by an 
organization galled Sales Dynamic’ In: 
ternational, ‘And dozens of cool, erisp 
conventioneers, with clean fires burning in 
their eves pamphlets dangling from their 
slad-hands, mingled outside the theater, 
Where posters of what looked to be and 
‘must have been supersalesmen and women 
were on display. 1 was, all in allyea good 


day for getting it all together, The fa: 
spiration inthe ale was so thick you could 
have cut it with a knife, and I, for-one, way 
sorely tempted to do just that 


NORVELL KNOWS TOUGH 
Unfortunately, a sour note was. ine 
troduced pretty. promptly as the NOR. 
VELL lecture kicked off with an un: 
pleasant incident. We has just arrived at 
Town Mall and were waiting outside for 
NORVELL's inner light to be suliclenily 
wickered up. when a tall, stowcapped ge 
emerged from the building pushing a 
schizophrenic lady ahead of him, The dude 
uestion tured out ta be NORVELLs 
nchman-hawkerplano-player, one 
Thompson by name, and he had decided 
‘hat this particular lady was too eraxy to be 
allowed “10 bask in the sunshine of 
NORVELL's wisdom, Not only did. this 
Alignified pig husile her out of ther (and she 
seemed harmless enough, her brand. of 
insanity. differing trom only. in 
noise level and siyle) but he sie'd a couple 
‘of cops on her 10 boot. Two cops who 
happened to have been patrolling 43rd 
Street at the moment were hailed over, 
without a shred of hesitation, by. th 
srrogant asshole. Taking the woman in 
‘ow. the cops went through her papers and 
thet! made off with her, while Thompson 
‘da. righteous expression 10 his gray 
face. uptilting his snout imperious 
‘As if that wasn’t bad enough, when we 
ol inside the Town Hall lobby we were 
handed a couple of NORVELL fliers and 


fold by another NORVELL hireling that 
the lecture would be given at a “coffee 
shop across the street.” Thu, needless to 


say. Was untrue, What prompied the 
lackey al the door to instruct us remains a 
mystery 10 me. other than its being. an 
obvious and paltry attempt to keep un 
esirable Weeds out of NORVELL's garden 
of unearthly delights and 10 generally 
row us off the stench. Well fuck you we 
found i anyway. But this, and the ineident 
that had immediately preceded it, put me 
in a less than receptive mood for what. was 
( follow, namely, an hour of NORVELL's 
20th Century: cant 
¢ joined the Town Hall throng to find 
ttre lecture already in progress, NORVELL. 
wasup there on the stage alone. flanked by 
# piano on the one side, an organ on the 
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thet standing behind a small tecrern 
Sshich fu what Jooked hike vave al 
Hunera lors in front of it. In Yat, NO 
VELL hint neat wie sult and wie 
Pmishbotion Las Vega human dipovet 
unit Vou wouldn't want vo be suugh hes 
round NORVELL. that's for sure, Held 
have vow inthe sven with, your smoke 
ascending skywards before You ould sey 
Connie Magnetism, 

Ni days ay the” Advisor 10. the 
Hollywornl “Stars apparently "over 
NORVELL will muinaged wattnct a prey 
Jairsivt crawl coasting miginly ot ald 
leat sides tl ladle about 
\uirter of whom were blach. The asyens 
old sage yave the group a florid. opti 
up. sing success Muy after suceeas Moe 
Ana maintaining the while that anyone wire 
Sul but (ike the tme_ nd ‘enerey ho 
ereate w posiive illusion wf his oF hee elt 
and proeed to act as though this iMluston 
Sere. in deluliy. the reality. Then that 
Petson would he well on hit oF her way ea 
‘upping thot seeret power source tase 
wenerates ux all and 'makes each of ws 
Unique ino ourselves. This ts at the very 
heart of NORVELL's 20ih. Century 
Philosophy. “What. is that power ites 
takes you feet tall?” NORVELL ashes 

ouStect 1... oF 4 feet. or” posed 
NORVELL. “even a midget?” is that pore 
oxic ceiuer. surrounded by. a hie 
hina shell which would” have. i 
NORVELL ad his way, an 'N’ on every 


‘THINK 

During his sermon, NORVELL recited 
several examples of what the power of 
Positive thinking had wrought in the past 
Toke Alexander Graham Bell, for 
example. What motivated him to expand 
the field of communications ay 
dramatically as he did? Born a nobody into 
4 World he didn't even ereate, a victim of 
forces he could barely comprehend, Bell, 
by following a sound course of mental 
Positivity, was able (a conduct . the 
following conversation with a cohort 
hundreds of mites away. "What hath God 
land. the Power of Positive Thinking) 
wrought?” To which Bell, aided by the 
wfoundbreaking device he had invented 

reported 10 have replied: “What? { 
n't hear you, there's a (elephone in my 

At Napolean Hill, a man who™after 
sivelling for the greater part of his life in 
the darkest pits of obscurity—went on to 
write THINK_AND GROW RICH and 
more importantly, to sell it, thereby 
making millions for himself, Or CB 
DeMille. aman whom NORVELL claimed 
was “saturated with holy knowledge.” who 
consulted NORVELL before making his 


AL GOLDSTEIN'S 


AMERIC 


“KEEP HIM” 


th the fresh glow of popular 
nition at my,behind, I almost feel too 
ant to grind out yet another political 
lomn for the infamious ACE, First Jerk 
the Village Voice admitted 
is favorite political columnist and 

« York magazine exposed 

Il that Jim Buckley 


aved over this 


A e more I haye von 
manded-that T appear in print 


THE GOV WALLACE SHOOTING 
| asked fob Singer. jew and publisher af 
the ACE, what should I write about and he 
mumbled that-The Nixons trip would! be 
ing. Answers like that from word 
rk Weary editors explain why 
sells 80,000 papers a week and the 
Is 107 copies every five 


far flung and un- 

spruing country. Nixon is an oaf and less 

than half a loaf and one can only hope that 

Fine will pass as quickly as a bad president 
im the bowels of our gover 


ON THE 
BEAT 


THE KIDNAPPING OF RAP 
hy Ray 


the exisfence of the US.S.R 
under the pragmatism of Nixon, we 
Richard Milhouse 


‘cepts about the din 
such as the Unite 


ling up the Red Carpet Grill 
ober with Arthur Lee Young, Sam 
tine. Following trial 

be assigned a 

ome later 


Ee) (evening 
were 


ii) 


apo 
HAND: 
HaMBuRoeR 


ARE oe 
DR 


aN 
A 


DONT You REALIZE 
Qou'RE TEOPARDIZIN' TH’ 
SECURITY OF FE FRAGG” 


ny 


AND NCO's MY 
ASS! 


zee UPERS, GENERALS, 
ETA ES, CONGRESS, N, 
SENATORS, SHERIFFS Jubsen 
» PROSECUTORS, ANI 


WELL LOoKY HERE... 
'T'S OU PVT. DOPIN’ DAN 

LOADED ON GUARD 

DUTY AGAIN I! SS 
OS 


WOU SHOULD THINK 
ABOUT WHAT YOU'RE 
PRSTECTY “ 


MORE LIKE “TH STOCKADE, 
DEPENDENT HOUSING, TH’ 
RX. AND COMISS4RY {1 


LIKE YER BARRACKS, MESS 
HALL, TH’ NCO. CLUB, YER 
FELLOW OFFICERS AN' NCO: 


CANNONS, “COPTERS, AN’ 
TW BULLETS, Bomgs, MORTARS 
AND MISSLES 


TACKIE GLEASON, BOB HOPE, 
BILLY GRAHAM, “LAIRD, | ==) 
“MITCHELL, “N\XON, AGNEW) = 
‘S&T TURDY AND TH 

BEER N’BENEFITS. 


GAAAAW—SsAve cnipo 
OF YOUR FORESTS —~ 
SAAVE BLADES 
0€ YOUR GRE-EEN ID 


SS 


YAM A LESBiaW 
AND LAM 


(ANA LeSBy 
aD can 


FUL 


BAD VIBES 


By AJ. Weberman 
RLF Minister Of Defense 


ed give them thelr big 
Jagger walked in. He'd come to see 1 & 
¥ who were mixing some ELEPHANTS MEMORY tapes 
in the studio while we did our thing in the lobby waiting 
Tor them (o take some time out and join us. Mick walked 
right in fromt of UNDERGROUNDS 2° color video 
cameras and sat down to listen 10 Peel sing. Altho many 
people were sitting around diggin the scene when the 
‘interview’ took place, the only ones who said anything 
Jee me, Peel, Jagger and Chock Collins, the muckraking 
23 year old host of UNDERGROUND. 

“the hippie from New York cha 


Peel—finishing sox 
Jageer—Can T go by? (walks onto the set) 
Chuck—Sure come on thru, it's okay 
Peel—We have Mick Jagger and John Lennon / Yoko 


Ove and AJ AJ AJ AS Weberman AJ AJ AJ AY 
Weatherman .. . I was born in England I was bora in 
France I was born in New York City with the cockaroach, 


Lookin for everyone (o give mea chance ... don't know 
i'm gonna smoke dope .. . THE POPE SMOKES DOPE 

AN—Hey Mick. could i talk with you a minute? The 
Rock Liberation Froat wants YOU! 

Peel—Come on Mick, we got to sing a little bit of rock 
and roll sing a little music, 

(Chuck—Wast (0 talk? 

Mick—Okay. sure. 

Peel—England has cockaroaches, right? 

Mick—Not many. 

Peel—Not many? 

Mick—No. Do you like cocksroaches? 

Peel—Yeah. 

AF like marijuana roaches. 

Mike—Well England doesn't have that many 
cockaroaches at all Tm afraid. 

Peel—Well We havea gift for you from New York City. 
You know how England used to export tea to Boston—we 
never returned the favor—so were gonna export real ive 
cockarcaches to England. Well get some from the Lower 
East Side area. 


Give swift kick 


CHEWING 


Mick—We'll start a new breed of them in England— 
Anglo-Amerikan roaches. 

Peel—The American Breed hits Liverpool, yeah. Mick 
do you haye my records? 

Mick—No I don’t think I do: 

(Peel gets up and hands Jagger 2 of his records and some 
Promo material.) 

Al—Did you ever hear anything about the Rock 
Liberation Front? 

Mick—No. 

AF “Well we think that rock music has become very 
corrupt and ugly and something. . - 

Mick—So do 1 

Al—And something has to be done so we've been 
holding demonstrations... . 

Mick—Yeah I heard about them... 

A¥~in front of Dylan's house—we had a birthday party 
‘or him and Paul McCartneys - . - 

Mick—{ can see your point of view cause that’s exactly 
what it is—ugly and corrupt . 
Al—We feel that the problem 


U 


by Alex Bennett 


WASHINGTON ROMPING OVER NETWORKS 

Ji scems like the troubles have only begua se Nios and 
his crew continue their campaign againat the aciwerts hat 
daring to.not miake the king happy: This ime it cones 
the form of a Justice Departmcat suit ta which the 
government is sccking to prevent the big thes eades 
Syndication ovttit (formerly owned by’ CBS), cated 
Viacom. trom baving ownership of any of the proses 
that they rue. This would mean that the networks coand 
just be the carriers for programming, and’ sor ue 
Producers of same. The suil also asks that the neveosts 
Bot be allowed to have motion picture holdings Ac fos the 
first set of changes. they seem rather ridiculane, iosseeny 
25 most of the programs seen on the nctooric seen 
Produced by them, but farmed out to any exe of ae 
hundreds of hungry production companion Ye fact (oe 
only ABC produced show is “The Mod Squad”, the care 
NBC prime time show is “Bonanza” and news species Te 
biggest offender i CBS, who estimates that spout 10 pen 
cont ofits programming & produced by the copes T 
don't really see why the Justice Department has te bal ig 
an uprosr, since it appears to me that ‘what they worn 
Practically exists right now. As forthe other spectiotann 
the nets have been into movie making for quie come wont 
ow. but that is such an open fields mot like the daccg 
broadcasting one. that I can't sce any practical purpose so 
Preventing them from making movies: Maybe ABE cealg 
Produce shows for CBS and CBS could produce shone ne 
Nac. 

WHERE HAVE ALL THE FREAKS GONE? 

Get this one. 1 got an invitation to join the newest hip 
collection of performers. They. call: themecheee, We 
National Association of Lrogressive Radio Announcers 
Jac. Now you'd think with atte like that they sould have 
all kinds of guts. You'd think a bunch of feats eere 
finally getting it on. Forget it. this organization's & beech 
ofmo-talent bullshit and I hope that my follow aesonennc, 
will give them a good swift Hick in the aan, Here m ther 
credo as staled in their brochure --- “Of aad fer nan 
ployed progressive radio announcers. fo provide sogaier 
Satra membership communication for furthuring of the 
Progressive radio form, establishing a prestige non ores 
Professional organization, not a union or maseeonent 
relations group They scem to be humg up om “pega 


and “professional” which it seems to me would raise the 
hackles on the back of any serious progressive broad- 
caster. Also you must be employed. Some of the best 
announcers I know are unemployed. Does this mean that 
Larry Yurden, Fred Gale, Bill Minkin and the ike can't 
join? They go on in their newsletter to note that if you are 
on a station of over S00 watts you get into the club for free, 
for ll others itis $15. Now it seems to me that the poor sh. 
‘muck who works at that 300 watt station has less money to 
Put out than say a person like myself . . . but remember 
they want trestige. right? Next they say that in order to 
qualify asa member, your station must play either rock or 
Jazz, with over SO per cent being album cuts. I suppose 
that means Bob Fass can't join? Or how about a guy who is 
on a talk station like I was at WMCA? This my dear 
friends is what has become of the once mighty progressive 
brosdcasting. An organization as dumb as any in the 
industry with people who call themselves “Progressive” 
but really are just 1972 versions of Jack Spector. 1 sent 
them a letter telling them just what T think of them, and T 
urge all my brothers to do the same. Jim Ladd is their 
National Secretary (I didn't know there was an election) at 
KLOS.n Los Angeles. 


‘THE 18 YEAR OLD VOTE 

J gave a talk at Jersey City College the othe? day for a 
slass that Dave Herman is teaching-there. I asked the 
question. “Do you feel you have a radio station that 
Fesponds to your needs?” Not one hand was raised. I 
suppose the same general reaction could be had with jast 
about any given group of college level people. That is the 
‘ying shame of it all. Almost 50 stations in the New York 
area and there isn't one single ome that they can relate ta 


Mick—Wrrat's your name? 
AI—~AJ Weberman’? 
Peet—AJ AJ AJ AJ Weatherman... you never heard of 

hie 
Mick—No, 

Chuck—Dide't you ever hear of him? He goes thru 

Dylan's garbage all the time, 


AI-1 don't do it all the time—actually the whole 
rhage pick-up at Dylan's took approximately. 

lick—You just do it part time 
AI—-t took maybe 5 hours. 

Mick—i's just 2 hobby? 

AI-Right Right. Insicad of collecting stamps or coins 1 
st garbage. Well. anyway, we feel that the mata 
problem of the world—I hate to talk about problems om 
Friday night—is that of distribution. There are a lot of 
People around who have more than they can use ia s 
Hfetime but there are many more people who don't have 
anything 

Mick—Garbage! Some people have more garbage than 
other people, 

AF-Right Right. but the green garbage or the quid 
garbage whatever you want to call it 

Mick—Garbage, ite’all garbage. 

Al We'dllike to see it. little more equally distributed, 

Mick—You want it, in other wordsi 

AI_No I want to see other people get their share 

Mick—He wants his share of garbage, 

Atl want to see oppressed people get their share of 
garbage, 

Mick—I agree, everyone should have garbage 

‘Al—Then why the'fiick don't you do something about 
i 

Peel—AH ah did you bear they ried to ban my record? 
By the way I'm not responsible for anything that Al says, 

about to get up and split but Peel convinces 
hhim to stay to hear his song), 

Peel—I have a song here about you—“Altamont 
Altamont Altamont / You can't always get what you want 

ete. 

Peel went on with his song for about 15 fuckin 
;tinutes—1 should have interrupted the mother and got 
pack to talkin with Mick—but by the time he finished 
Jagger got up and walked into the studio with a disgusted 
look omhis face. He told one of the recording engineers 
that he thought David Peel wa nd he tossed 

ight after that. 


This shows the crying shame that our industry has 
become. So who is getting served? I'm sure Archie Bunker 


‘show to live up to my expectations. This man is sheer 
invention. His comedy is like no other I have seen. Ia 
many ways, T think he is ane of the funniest and finest 
comics this world has produced. Add to all this, Spike 
Milligan who is his sidekick and writer. Milligan is the 
insane bloke who gave the world all those “Goon Show" 
sctiptsin the ‘50's on the BBC. Take my word for it, this is 
the best comedy television has been offered since Kovacs - 
_ Three cheers for Geraldo Rivera of Eyewitness news, I 
get fo like him better by the day. At a panel discussion 
here in New York. he complained that he was sick of 
doing “Like It Is". the WABC-TV token black show, 
because it is placed in an obscure time slot and is con: 
tinually pre-empted by sports or at the very least slotted 
sgainst sports on another channel. When asked what can 
be done. he said that he felt people should take it up with 
the general manager of the station, and if they wanted to. 
he'd hold open the door for them .. . When they hired Cari 
Stokes to do the six o'clock news on Channel 4, they 
Passed up two brothers and a sister for the job. If indeed 
they wanted black, they would have hired black, instead it 
looks like they've hired white and he isn’t even from New 
York. 


BOX LUNCH 
WBAI and Sterling Cable covered the recent A. J. 
Liebling CounterConvention, I hope you heard every 
word and saw just where most of American joumalism & 
at. By the way, they had panels on Television, why was 
radio left out? .. . WRVR is running the “Shadow” on 
Sundays. great if you like old time radio... . RKO is tying 
to sell all their radio stations, that means WOR-FM is on 
the block. Anybody got a couple of million? 


QUOTE OF THE WEEK 
‘What do you mean the airwaves belong to the people? 
They belong to us"—4fill in the name of any broadcast 
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TY 9 DUCK » 


front rooms, behind my desk, facing the doorway. My 
Tietol isin the top desk drawer, Glen was feaning against 
Teall my left with his service automatic stuffed in is 
fait under sport coat. All of a sudden the doors slam- 
fai vneacand in walked about four of the biggest fockers 
that hd oceupied the office 

{yas standing close against the desk end when 1 pulled 
thedrawer gutit stopped against my thighs opening only a 
(eanle wt inches: T'stuck iy hand jn and grabbed the 
Watgk But with my Tiugers sapped around the gun. 1 
silt wet my hand back out again. So there I stood, 
Trapped, tieashing around in the drawer without the 
presence of mind to move my leg 

rhe sememament Td gone for my gun Glen had flung 
hick the if of bis sport coat and thrust his hand into Bis 


4! \ZZAT MY ing he ie eine “We a ea paps pam ht around the 


ar-siG6Le. i yee breach and hammer and shoved the automatic, down the 


RY PJ, OROURKE 


Far Ph. serving his apprenticeship 9th 
waefunct underground newspaper Harry 
iin the office Py forty angry Mavists and 


hus girffriend. 130. 


‘And they threatened to. bash my 
es Td been discuss 


front of his pants. 

He went after it and so when the four heavies had come 
into the roam I was engaged ina fierce struggle with 
fn carnivorous desk drawer and Glen was vigorously 
roping himself. They siared at us with a certain awe- 

But an existential calm reigned somewhere in my mind 
and, despite my-panic, 1 plotted with cold. deliberation. 
‘That fs to say-—while T was so flipped out and generally 
chicken shit freaked that it never occurred to me 10 take 
‘one step back and pull the drawer open—I cleverly 
feasoned that, though my hand was stuck, all Thad to do 
‘eas fire through the back of the flimsey wooden desk. Ina 
Tash Td slipped the safety off and twisted the barrel 
around towards the doorway. My sweaty fingers. curled on 


‘after a while they veing to abandon 
pourgeoise re land join the peoples of the third 
oe ee ceush the running dogs of U.S. pig imperialism 
tnd turned on Kadi 
athe sister speak,” they yelled at her, “Let the sister 
peak! We've allscen you here in your oppressed position. 
You don't hi Pout the paper, You're newiral turf,” said Dennis and Sylvie 
{rapped in your role as @ Se) i the PaPest male “What problems.” said) Carliner, “T thought you! took 
Muvinism of the land lord class.” cover the newspaper 
ean fuck." siad Kadi and, “I wouldn’t work on this ie reutral turf, vomorrow:” They said they'd call us, 
Sees eee itd me. And you're all dirty looking.” The next afternoon Dennis Sates Mh and suid he'd 
They were too. room aver the local Free Clinic for 
ey arrested Kadi but she had a certain look about Dpfcrente 
herself like she'd ‘ sees ner, sag it very big aiked Carliner. 
expecially c ash my Bra ‘Rwenty by thirty or 50," ssid Dennis, “How many of 


WELL, IT CERTA 

SMELLS LiKe WER WAY DID you 

BICYCLE SEAT. N ye T WIT K 
“ = LiKE TAT, 


the trigger, Poor Lyn popped across the thresbold. A. huge 
Amite of progressive forgiveness fityher face. “Oh dig Ul” 
the beamed. “me and the beoffigrs came back to get my 
hooks and borrow the ironing hoard "Ewent limp. 


again and debates x you are meeting with us? 


rE bathroom until Carliner and a balf ‘A hundred 


members came home Foard ought he'd try 0 find a bigger place oF call "She hounced uf stars 
PS. you fuck,” said Carliner.and the ae eee eine when iovas more convvenient for US. Far gut,” smiled a brother 
thousand dollars and, threatening 2 sy to the coast or something, And We “Yeah man. 
bashing, declared. the newsp a ae atavas the end of it pretty much. But these Were -Qyiasight 
Then they couldn't figure out Ee Eh ee in 70 and for the next ten days Glen oSgtid." 


er orn Ine aatf photographer) and stood armed guard over (BE And they followed her Wp. 


Its just a plot Glen, fishing the 45 out of his 
panits leg, Tchecked my own piece and slipped it in my hip 
Pocket, Then T assumed a castal stance, plastered against 
The wall beneath the stairway, Glen stood by the door. bis 
coat folded over his gum hand, 

"A moment later they clumped back down carrying & 


sae ening pretty relaxed and we'd left the collapsed ironing board and. the complete works of 
for the first time and were freee 
fat. T was at the back o! continues on 925820 


Glen later turned: out to be # cop but thats another 
Tittle dope. story. Anyway, he was sincere about guarding the place 
ser though when he was in the Marine Corps he'd ac: 

if the fuck out of cidently shot bimsell twies 
etal the Mestpack and ill them. And One midnight, towards the end of those 18 CO¥t 1 


& Sie DOR “cene 
 ) ROT" 
€ JA (VERY RARE! 


Her 


SURE,OFRY. 


an assAUCT 


ON THE 
VWRG INS ATION. 


1a 
ONE FOR YOUR DEA 
“WEEVIL OL oe 


eR ABSOLUTELY Yen, OAT MEAL FOR ME, y Z 
Mier creots. At LensT. Qe cer By PeODUETS tS ONE oF 
ICN Te Teen MB were care y ose tne 
Tete SRA: fy AND WARM \ : A Tint NEUER 
DAMneE HERE. 


(IF SCOTLAND YARD 
EVER CALLS, I'LL TELL] 
EM NER NOT HERE! 


iis PURELY A 
MATTER oF 
PRYSICAC 

SURVIVAL. 


bon | maT 


ILLUSTRATED NEWS of the WEEK 222y tok 
D ee: | 


IF YOU LIVE BY 
THE AID OF A 
G.E, PACEMAKER... 


WZ THANX 7o CHUCK 


YOU MAV HAVE EXPERIENCED] [A SHORT. TEMPER... [7 
SOME DIFFICULTY OF LATE... ~~] Poarecnd mae 


mre 


Tocwite TH lute hed t peeve rest 
. 
TY Int hd peers Brest 


WELL, DUE TO THEMOVEMENT | | REMEMBER... LIVE re i een 

OF THE SOLAR SYSTEM FROM | BETTER ELECTRICALLY a oy Rs 

THE PISCEAN TO THE AQUA= | |. <\ WITH ee Cabo eieta Bese Baar wre 

RIAN AGE, THE CESIUM = Bears Ai eee tesa peeretnecs prpenarin 
TIMERS IN OUR ELECTRON] |= z 


HEARTBEAT REGULATORS 
HAVE SPEEDED UP! 

A SIMPLE OPERATION 
CAN PUT YOU BACK IN 
STEP WITH THINGS... 


GENERAL ay 2. —ge 
ELECTRIC ie j ode ews eprtcy depeiit snob cninl Fula 
PRODUCTS : wis ingle aces ere a 


ACE ROCK 


‘SPIRIT WAS THE BEST AMERICAN GROUP. 
OF THE LAST FOUR YEARS.-- 


YAY! HOORAH? 


‘SPIRIT PUT OUT FOUR GREAT ALBUMS: 
IN A Row... 
HEAR HEAR If 


SPIRIT WAS UNIVERSALLY IGNORED, 
ALL OVER THE PLACE... , 


Boo! ERACKKL 


OT PLATTER 


“CASUAL REVIEWS IN AN ATMOSPHERE OF RESTRAINED MADNESS" 


DEFINITELY A FUCKED-uP 
SITUATION, JACK? 


WELL, SUCH IS LIFE. 
BUFFALO SPRINGFIELD 
M DIDN'T D0 SO HOT 
FIRST TIME AROUND 
EITHER 


SO HOWRE THE ALBUMS A 5 ~ 
ANFHOW 2 a (9.5 
sith 


FEEDBACKS SORTA NT, § 
EASY-GOING ROCK WITH SOME 
GOOD OL’ FOHN LOCKE KEYBOARDS, 
PLUS A GIRL CHORUS, THERES Same 
SWAZZ¥ ROCKERS HERE 2 THERE Too, 
SORT OF LIKE STEVEN STILLS 

LOTTA THE TIME. ITS MICE TO 
Fuck To RELAXEPLY y’KNow ? 
JT. GROWS ON 


Pe, 


Nauta WIN 


THE PROBLEM WITH Jo JO GUNNE 
15 ALL THE SONGS ARE BY JAY 
FERGUSON —WHO WAS GREAT IN 
SPIRIT WHEN HE'D Do # oR § 
SONGS AN ALBUM, BUT HERE 
HE DOES 9 SONGS IN A ROW. 


Hf ALWAYS WERE PRETTY CLINICAL... 


REVIEWING 


"FEEDBACK" SPIRIT 
EPic KESII75 
JO JO GUNNE 


ASYLUM SD 5053 


SO HERE WE GOT TH 

BY OFFSHOOTS 

SPIRIT... AND SOMEHOW 
THE IM OF THE PARTS /S 


NO MORE. THe BIG SONGWRI 
AcL LEFT, AND “FEEDBACKS 
MAINLY BY THE STAEHLY BRo: 
WHO ARE NEW TO THE GROUP, 

SO ITS A WHOLE OTHER TRIP 


Bor, THE COVER's 
PREITY COLD.. 
ATV SCREENS ? 
EEEEPpP. 


YEAH...SPIRIT's COVERS Le 


PROBABLY HURT SALES ALOT, TOO. 


Buy THERE’S STILL SOMETHING 
MISSING. THE OLD SPIRIT GENIUS 
GUITARIST AINT IN EITHER GROUP... 

AND 1S NOWHERE IN SIG} 


RANDY CALIFORNIA WHERE 


SHIT! HE WROTE HALF 
OF THEIR BEST STUFFS 


1 DUNNO.-. COMPARED To THE WAY \ 
THINGS USED To Be.., THESE NEW * 
ALBUMS ARE A LITTLE BLAH, NEITHER 
HAS TH’ OLD SPIRIT FULLNESS & VARIETY. 


JoJo GUNNE'S 
ted 


SPIRIT E 


Be A 
ID PLAY 'EM AT 
THE SAME TIME ! 
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Pope smokes dope, sez Peel 


ACE SOUNDS 


By A. J. Weberman 
Minister of Defense 
Rock Liberation Front 


1 year's July 4 Smoke-in down in D.C 
Washington Monument snd found it 
dope and sex 

tight away the pigs moved in 
themselves down the Mall 10 the 
nal where 2 crowd of straights 
the grass. We dissdlved into the 
wed at the other end as Dana Beal 
grass and we held our Smoke-in 

ng about how Jesus frea 

tality 95 everybody proceeded 


the stage and give the folks 
g. Pushing past the long-haired 
19 and plucking out innocuous songs 
‘Amerikans, Dave and his sidemen, 
and myself grabbed the mike and 
© put n our show. Now dig it: Dave Peel had 
here it was impossible for him not to be 
jotten all the innocuous songs in his 
be somewhat coal by doing | LIKE 
TA HOLD ON ME, THE PLEDGE 
TO MARUUANA & some others, then 
Bur there was always UP AGAINST THE 
WALL MOTHERFUCKER: it has only twa lines to it and it's 
'sually winds up with. After a quarter of the 
cops freaked. Did their ears deceive 
frightening apparition on the stage 
of black for eyes singing of fucking mothers? 
of July no less! The cops broke ranks and 
stage on foot and on horseback, clus 
hallic vengeance. Despite @ ten-foot drop, the 
15 deserted in seconds flat. 
A half-hour later as the Smithsonian Folklore Festival 
began again with a denunciation of the Smoke-inners by 
Hicks, Dave took ten minutes to 
set Up on the grass nearby. The crowd formed around him, 
joints w it, and the first thing Peel did was finished 
singing UP AGAINST THE WALL MOTHERFUCKER. 
David Peel was spotted three months Jater in Madison, 
Wisconsin leading a march of thousands of local freaks to 
protest Dana Bea's jailing. The sound of Peet's drum and 
ye the march a tremendous energy boost, 
‘ome a legend in Madison 
his year the sound of Dave's drum Jed Smoke- 
fe Albany to the Capitol building where the 
marijuana tokers weren't the only ones to get smashed. 
And in New York City, @ Smoke-in without David Peel is 
Tike a Smoke-in without grasst 
Rock liberation is one of Dave's specialties. He says he 
entered the music business “for revenge” —to expose the 
pig musicians who are “singing lullabyes to the hippies to 
make sure they stay sound asleep.” Musicians who exploit 
fans by charging high prices for concerts when they 
are already making more than they need through the sales 
of their albums. 
No rock musician has ever paid to see an audience, ” 
says Peel, “why should an audience pay to see a rock 


| fuckin hate to admit it, but Dave Peel along with Tom 
Forcade pulled off the first Rock Liberation action while | 
\was stillin the Archives trying to figure out the meaning of 

‘ain 's poetry. They followed the Warner Bros. 

Caravan of Love” around the country with their own 

‘Ceraven of Pirates”, attempting put some politics into the 
otherwise apolitical “hippie image that Warners was 
trying to foist on the public. The subsequent movie 
("Medicine Ball Caravan”) was a clop, but Dave and his 
Lower East Side sidemen made Rock Liberation history. 
Dave also helped the Dylan Liberation Front attempt to 
Free Bob Dylan by supplying the PA system and the angry 
sounds of conga drums for the “30th Birthday Party” held 

‘ont of Dylan's McDougal Street pad last May. 

Peel does more benefits than all the rock musicians put 
together. In the last few months alone he's raised $300 for 
a starving underground newspaper in New Jersey, played 
2 Willowbrook School for the retarded, and performed for 
2 March of Dimes benefit in Battery Park (which, with my 
help, we tumed into a Zippie rally), He also played at the 
big John Sinclair rally this past winter with John and Yoko 
Peal's third benefit for Sinclair). Not to mention all the 
demonstrations he's shown up at, giving the people spirit 

sic and outragging the police. 
‘Aside from all these activities, Dave plays for free every 
igton Square Park. He's been playing 
there for so long (7 years) that the Rock Lib Front is 
thinking of erecting a bust of Peel in the park for pigsons to 

By distributing leaflets promoting his three albums at all 

vents and doing accasional money gigs, Dave is 
himself and his wing of the RLF in modest 
2 tenement pad on east fifth street 
40 a-month rent, living @ very open 
cf young people crashing 

s idea of luxury is a Tad's 


streak or @ spaghetti dinner at the Archives: 

Although a good part of Dave's artis just BEING THERE 
doing his thing, he's also 2 great writer and musician, His 
first album, HAVE A'MARIJUANA (Elecktra) sounded lke 
2 long-playing liberated area and was a best-seller. It was 
recorded live in the Park and featured plenty of cursing & 
sex & drug spoofs. He did another album for Elecktra, THE 
AMERICAN REVOLUTION, (soon to be repackaged under 
the title LEGALIZED MARIJUANA) which was rack and 
roll recorded in a professional sound studio— very radical 
lyrics but no obscenity. Despite the fact that this one 
received a whole lot of promotion and, if you ask me. was 
much better than HAVE A MARIJUANA, it flopped 
commercially, After Kinney Holding Company bought 
Eleckra, music PIG Jac Holtzman decided to drop Dave — 
he wasn't selling and he was too farout for the con- 
servative conglomerates taste, Things looked bad for 
Dave. He rented same studio time and put together 2 great, 
album called THE POPE SMOKES DOPE but no record 
company wanted to touch it. 

‘John and Yoko had heard about Peel in connection with 
the DLF but it wasn't until John dug Peels heavy am 
Catholic riff in Washington Square Park that he and Yoko 
decided to sign him with Apple. 

‘About 3 weeks ago Apple released THE POPE SMOKES 
DOPE after hastiing with Capitol Records. over their 
reluctance to distribute it. Itjust hit the charts this week — 
really farout since it receives practically no airplay. TPSD 
has a lot of stuff aimed at tenybops like FUCK IS NOT A 
DIRTY WORD, MCDONALDS FARM and SARAN WRAP. 
I guess if was 14 | might dig these songs a little more. But 
there are some real winners on this LP—my favorite is 
HIPPIE FROM NYC; Poel's answer to OKIE FROM 
MUSKOGEE. He don't waste any words in this song: 
“We don't fight your wars oF join your army/We don’t like 
your country western hicks/All you do is ball your cows 
and chickens/ANIMALS LIKE YOU ARE FULL OF SHIT’ 
In EVERYBODY'S SMOKIN MARIJUANA Peel warns kids 
against hard drugs—"*Never shot up heroin, never shot up 
speed/Never had a monkey on my back” but refuses 10 
relate to them like a parent—"Sniffing, smoking, tipping, 

anything you wants up.to each and every one 
I'M GONNA START ANOTHER RIOT is a very 
~"I'm gonna start another riot/There's a war’ 
RIGHT ON. This is the only language the government 
understands and in certain situations we should speak it to 
them while other times; such as Miami, we should restrain 
violent demonstrators so that we all don't get beat-on in'a 
situation where the turf & setup favors them. JOHN 
LENNON-YOKO ONO IN NYC isa little too one-sided, 
Lines fike ‘"You met the people from the street” are just 
bullshit since JEY live a very isolated, middleclass fe. 
CHICAGO jis a boss cut—“The great conspiracy/Was 
made for you and me/To show us we're not free” as is the 
titlessong— THE POPE SMOKES DOPE (he doos—he's the 
highest one in the church, right?) 
ble and cross stashed under a floorboard in his pad proving 
he's an undercover Jesus freak. He's also the world’s 
biggest Jackie Kennedy groupie and an egotist, chavinist 
& opportunist—but I'l save these things for the next time | 
get pissed at him. 

Although Daveiis about to make his debut as an actor (in 
a fic called PLEASE STAND BY—distributed by Joko 
films) and received national publicity on the Frost Show & 
inan AP story about South Africa and England banning his 
LP (they said it advocated drugs, sex and violence} | doubt 
if Dave will sll out. He refuses to work with music pigs and 
is just too far gone. 

‘You can talk to Dave at 677-0223 & you can help him by 
dernanding that radio stations give him some airplay. If you 
want to join the RLF mailing list and inform you when & 
where our next action—probably against the Rolling, 
‘Stones—will be held. Catch ya later. 


MUSIC IN NEW YORK 


Bitter End 147 Bleecker St. (GRS7804) 


$/ 5—New York Rock Ensemble 
&/ 712 Seatrain 
$/ 14-19 George Cartin 


Vilage Vanguard—7th Ay. ar. 1h Si. (ALS037) 
6/'s— Thad Jones Mel Lewis 

4/612 Roland Kirk Sexter 

6/13 Thelonius Monk 


Village Gate—160 Bleecker St. (GR5.$120) 
5/306) 25— Amat Jamal 

Bananatish Park—v60s ara Av., B’klyn (748-1148) 
6) anlals~ Pearls Before Swine 


Carnegie Hall—Tin Av_ar_siih St (177659) 
675 New Riders of the Purple Sage 

6/ &— Toda Rundaren 

Schaefer Festival at Central Park 

2°") Canned Heat / Dr. Jone 

6. 19— Baatinger 


Bing Theater 255 Richmond Ava St, (4710935) 
63 Dave Mason 


Ex-SDS Prez tells all 


BOOKS OF THE ACE 


A Name for Ourselves 
by Paul Potter 
Little, Brotn, $6.95 


by David Watley 

A Name for Ourselves is written by Paul Potter, 2 former 
president of SDS. You remember them, those historical 
Teeling-vultures, the rich gifted ones who were interested 
in freeing the workers of the world but couldn't achieve 
anything more than pretonsorial dismal Marxist dialectics. 
They were soon forced out by Progressive Labor and the 
Maoists. “Tis dismal indeed that the REV remains fs such 
concerned hands, 

This book is purportedly about ourselves, loosely called 
US a8 opposed to THEM: the enemy, the straights, the 
‘oppressors, those who WE can't live with, those people 
who: don't have the consciousness, who weren't 
enlightened enough to sieze upon SDS as the ultimate in 
radical ideology, who didn't go to Chicago, who didn’t go 
Underground in a burst ot revolutionary bravado for the 
CAUSE. A Name for Ourselves is éxacity what would 
‘expect from a shell-shocked survivor of the wars —an anti- 
book (another one), Throughout, the author disclaims any 
knowledge of the craft of writing. His insights, such as they 
‘can be deciphered, are automatically discounted because 
he changes his mind in print often enough to question the 
whole work. Even that’s OK provided that all that head 
‘scratching is done before the book hits the stands and falls. 
before reviewer's acid pen. How does one honestly react to 
‘a statement like” We are not middle-class. We are love; we 
are courage; we are community. They are fear, hate, and 
isolation, That is the beginning of a better understanding” 
(p_ 1207 

‘The topics covered: Love and Sex, Women's Liberation, 
Chicago 88, and basic radical commitment. Each section, 
divided under the headings Experience, Class and 
Separatism, Ideological Projects, Images of the Future, and 
Postscript are written in a rambling Paul Willams style 
(William being the legendary dean of rock writers who 
pioneered Crawdaddy! in its original. incarnation and 
‘started personal journalism, . what | think is provoked by 
how | feel, what | ate today, etc. etc...0ne accepted 
Willams’ personality precisely because one saw his per- 
ceptions os a result from deep personal commitment) 
Potter with all his caterwauling and personal insights 
places the reader right there with him at his typewriter 
‘swatting imaginary ideological/philosophical_bugaboos 
‘and feeling intensoly —it doesn't make it ona ny level and is 
embarassing. 

Any full analysis of this book is marred forever by its 
style, possibly the fault of editorial permissiveness or the 
‘author's powerful convictions. No we ain’t structuralists 
here, but. good writing is good writing —clear exposition of 
‘ideas in progression without second doubts in print. 

Potter's view of the present scene is interesting if a litle 
catholic, coming from under the didge of painfully analytic 
middle-class icking. In his postscript however, 
he clarifies himsolf, “Not boing a writer has meant a great 
deal.to me and one of the things it has led to is 2 feeling 
that’ | Understand quite clearly some of the major 
weaknesses of this book ond can talk about them...Not 
boing a writer had helped me toward reconstruction of 
my power (sic/ fantasies. {really don’t know quite how to 
talk about ‘our’ power fantasies because I'm not sure how 
‘much mine are like everyone olso’s—since I've only begun 
{o be able to think about and occasionally talk about mine 
in the last year and a half.” (p. 213) All of which leaves us 
to wonder why the book was printed at all since it is 
basically concerned with enlightened self-analysis using 
"US" as a cover. Come to think of it, SDS suffered its 
most basic ideological defeats from such analysis, 

He does make some good points in ¢ rather inept way, 
provided one disregards his persistent need to qualify wit 
‘authentic feeling everything in sight. His point about youth 
culture being an essentially male phenomenon in light of 
recent consciousness of women’s liberation is indeed well 
taken, His chapters on the Meaninglessness of Words, 
Experience and Love are less satistying if only because 
that’s all been hacked apart so much better by more 
perceptive writers and political ideologies. One can ap- 
preciate the author's grapplings with the truth of nothing, 
the nothing of truth, and the inability to write in spite of 
‘and/or because of it, but so what? Those types of ob- 
servations should be left to consciousness-raising sessions 
(on the back porch in Marin County with friends, no need to 
bring it out in the wash. 

I's also fairly evident that Mr. Potter gets his stance 
trom his giifriend, Leni Wildflower, who wrote @ forward 
to the book. The poverty of the book becomes self evident. 
Says Leni, “Iwill not write an introduction to this book” 
but proceeds for five pages, starting with “But | do want to 
say something right here in the front of the book. If | take 
Paul's book seriously believe that it is most important to 
Understand and talk about and seek validity for my own 
experience (Italics mine-DW.) then it makes sense that | 
‘should write here in this book what ! am feeling.” | guess 
allthis sentimentality goes hand-in-hand with people 
seriously putting their feelings on the line. Nay, i's ad- 
imitable, but it still has nothing to do with the observations 
made and merely gooks up the works. 


A 
NAME FOR 
OURSELVES 


Feelings About 
Authentic Identity-Love 
Intuitive Politics-Us 


PAUL POTTER 


oreword by Leni Wildflower 


By this time the reader may have gathered that | find this 
book awful, boring, trite, and without merit. 1 do, but bad 
reviews have their purposes somewhere. Maybe this book 
‘was an excoriation of guilt, an attempt at a sensitive 
efinition of "US" but the smug class consciousness is 
obvious, as objectionable as those clear-headed ideologues 
who fomented revolution in the name of classlessness but 
who couldn't escape their own intellectual “feeling” 
boundaries, Significantly Potter doos get around to ad- 
ritting that the problem was all of a personal nature, that 
revolution must start on a personal level in recognizing 
wooknesses'-in_ one's own philosophical armor arth 
ingrained prejudices. After 237 pages the rwader doesn’t 
need to reap those painful lessons,holl-baked ecstatic 
Visions no matter how “personal” or meaningful” they 
happen tobe, |” 

{Wote: on the book jacket there are two quotes: one from 
Edgar Z. Friedenberg the economist, and Raymond 
Mungo, CNS founder and media recluse. I's probably the 
‘only time that those two diverse people will occupy the 
‘same page, also the only time anyone ever called Ray, 
Raymond.) 


ES SS 
A demonstration of the 
myth and poetic process 


‘The Truth & Life of Myth 
‘An Essay in Essential Autobiography 

by Robert Duenan 

The Sumac Press (Fremont, Mich.) 

in cooperation with SOMA Books, $2.45 


by Michael Perkins 

Essential autobiography, for the poet, is not the record 
of where he was born or a forecast of how he is to die, but 
rather a search for form and meaning in the bedtime stories 
of the race. “All the events, things and beings, of our life 
move then with the intent of a story revealing itself.” For 
him mythology is learned when a small child, not as 
collection of irrelevant tales about Greek or Roman gods 
and goddesses, but as hidden truth. His parents ‘regarded 
myth as they regarded certain poems and pictures 2s 
speaking from the realm of lost or hidden truth....The story 
of Jesus and the three Kings, the story of Hercules and his 
labors and of Jason and the fleece, were more real than 
daily events..." In a symbolic, religious, sacramental sense, 
‘the poet remains a child, discovering meanings where 
adults sae none. “He hears not what his parents mean to 
say but what that saying is telling about them.” He ap- 
prehends the mystery from chaos, and is able to give it 
from because he harkens to the essential mythos. “The 
roots and depths of mature thought, its creative sources, 
fie in childhood or even “childish” things | have not put 
away but taken as enduring realities of my being.” 

Yet the poet tis barren ground: there are no children 
feft, and men have put away ‘childish things.” Indeed, the 
destructive rationality of the last two technological cen- 
turies has all but killed the mythology which once bound 
the race together. “..there is a drive to clear away the 
mythopoeic, the areas of creative and fictional con- 
tamination, and to establish a text in the lfht of what 
modern man is reasonably convinced is the likely or 


Vkeable truth af things. In @ time when only one vision— 
the vision of an atomic disaster and the end of the 
‘species —haunts the workd, in raligion as well as in science, 
men labor to exorcize all the old stories.”” 

“The new stories — the Freudian is the only major myth of 
the twentieth century, add to it the myths contributed by 
cheap violence, often political, and you see what we have 
lost—are cold comfort, and provide no cement of common 
meaning between men. The poet laments the loss of the 
riches of fairy tales, religious parables, etc., all of which 
make up mythology. 

Robert Duncan is the post, and this essay originated in a 
paper presented at a Conference on the Myth in Religion 
‘and Poetry convened by the Church Society for College 
Work in October, 1967 at the National Cathedral in 
Washington, D.C. He is religious, and much of his essay is 
devoted to an examination of the role af theology in myth; 
but he also draws on anthropology, phenomenology, 
psychoanalysis, and even the children’s books which made 
him first aware of the signature of all things. What is most 
interesting in his essay is the demonstration of how a poem 
‘comes to be made from the fertile ground of myth. As he 
says,"’Many 2 young poet comes to his vocation today the 
product of a demythologized education.” One of his 
achievements is the demonstration of myth and poetic 
process:’"It hes never seerned to me that the true form of a 
poe was a convention or an ideal of form, but, as in lite,’a 
form having its information in the language of our human 
‘experience, as our bodies have their information in the lite 
code of the species, and our spirit in the creative will. The 
individual poem stirs in our minds, an event in our 
language, as the individual embryonic cell stirs in tho 
parent body. The beginning of the poem stirs in every area 
‘of my consciousness, for the DNA code it will use toward 
its incarnation is a code of resources my life pattern itself 
carties....” His other achievement—of major import, | 
believe, is the calm and persuasive argument for the 
necessity of opening ourselves once again to the bedtime 
stories of the race. Itis the poet/prophet’s task. 


‘Cam 
The secret is to 


Recordby Uules Siegel (Straight Arrow Books, $3.95) 
by David Walley 

This is Big Julie’s break into the bigtime, big Julie from 
the Bronx... Jules Siegel, the writer who single-handedly 
pissed off the readers and hangers-on at Rolling Stone and 
hip points throughout for his devastating, albeit expocted 
pan of the James Taylor image during the great James 
Taylor hype a few seasons ago. Jules Siegel has been 
making @ name for himself as an incorruptible writer who 
has managed to maintain his objectivity whatever the cost, 
whoever the audience. Now the reading public has his 
record. 

Siegel has been free-lancing for as diverse organs of 
public taste as Esquire and Playboy —his sting as the house 
cynic at Stone was short-lived but enjoyable. There are 
many negative stories floating around Tinsel Town and 
Electric City about his style and his stunts. Like the time he 
was working for the Saturday Evening Post on assignment 
and filed a story on 600 telegrams when he couldn't meet 
the written deadiiné—no doubt he didn't endear himself 
with that grownup magazine, But Siegel has never been 
noted for his placid character and Record his first effort, 
isn't what you'd call the normal first book, especially 
coming from Straight Arrow Publishers, never noted for its 
good taste nor its editorial judgement. It’s a real wonder 
that we have this book out at all 

| should explain this Straight Arrow business before 
continuing. Straight Arrow, the left hand of Jann Wenner, 
‘counter-culture’s answer to Hugh Hefner, is known for 
publishing titles with absolutely no redeeming intellectual, 
as it turns out, commercial value—books on how to 
massage, make your own clothes, be sexy, be groovy, 
‘whatever. Straight Arrow as @ house represents the 
positive worst in accepted counterculture. Now comes 
‘Alan Rinzler, its publishing head, aman who | suppose has 
been responsible individually for more bad mouthing than 
just about any other editor on either coast. Siegel hints at 
his perfidy on the last page of the book where spelled out 
in neat calligraphy is “Alan Rinzler is giving me a hard 
time.” Rinzler is known for 2 heavy editing pencil and 
monolithic groupie tastes—a short example: a girifiend of 
mine wrote an incredible book about her life and loves 
called ’Superbia'’ in it she talks fleetingly but pungently 
bout her love affair with Paul McCartney. In its original 
form “‘Superbia” was evocative, tragic, and moving. | saw 
Rinzler with his electric Jewish Afro the other night at a 
party where he informed that the book is now called "Body 
Count” which sounds suspiciously like something that 
would appear in Rolling Stone with revealing bedroom 
photos of the bass Beatle’s cock enlarged. It's billed as a 
‘groupie's guide. Francie informed me that she'd re-written 
almost a third of the book for Rinzler, (Future authors 
should steer clear of the whole operation and beware the 
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Jules on the other hand is a tough quy, @ Korean warrior 
sie-weight gangster, a. guy who doesn't 

record iS his personal statement 
artoons, reportage straight and hip, 
contains some of his more famous published 
Stone, He is a historian, a seer, 2 
ne told me he was the most 

© Gide which | myself think is a 
intle too much, but you can get that excited if you've gota 
und to. Siege!'s waiting borders on excellent prosepoetry 
Jeudo Norman Mailer when he's not In all 


Record a highly evocative book of cultural visions. 
There are tales here about all the popular idols, Dylan, 
Brian Wilson (a great reverse putdown called “Goodbye 
lo God"), James Taylor (an anti-hero piece 
devastates the public relations people with the 
the Hog Farmers, Smathers Brothers, 
John Sinclair, Abbie Hotfman—all well 
ungently observed. There is fiction, short 
‘of horific proportions and moods, some 
biographical pieces like “Family Secrets”, “The 
Refugees”. Anger”, desolationrow monographs like “’Deja 
Vu", and "The Replacement”, Siegel's talent lies in an 
bility to make fiction reality and visa-versa. Record has an 
i of acid unreal it though sometimes the reader 15 
lett with @ slightly empty feeling: there are many sub 
stantial hints-of promise 
‘Record is pungent with illuminations, it mirrors the times 
though it is regrettable that the dates of the pieces aren’t 
d in the body of the book itself rather than at the 
end, Dates would center the reader's attention more. The 
prosepoems which accompany the text are evocative in a 
Completely difterent way than his prose, his calligraphy 


flavors the verse and he transcends the limitations of the 
printed page with’is layout. Record is also an intimage 
biographical where Siegel's soul is unbared and so one 
sees another dimension to the man and the book becomes 


thioe-dimensional 
in appreciating Record is to objectify one’s 
onsciousness, The endearing quality of Siegel's 


The sec 


reportage is that he can present people in their native 
beckground sympathetically and not lose his own ob- 
jectivily. "Midnight in Babylon” offers the best image of 
his style starting with a dissertation of suicide, LA rain 
land Sleeping pills, it hops years between the time the 
author stalked Dylan and the present with James Taylor, 
Throughout, Siege! devestates LA mentality and the rock 
szene which needs to manufacture idols when times are 
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BY WILLIAM PELFREY 
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jent novel. 
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“This youn 
true war novel 
st impress! 


+, one of the mos — 
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LIVERIGHT 


6 Park Avenue South, New York. NY. 10016 


ACCLAIMED BY THE NEW YORK TIMES AND 


‘excellent novel"—The New York Times Book Review 
“like no other book we ever read"—The New York Ace 


BY VERIGHT NEW WAITER \ 


yne New York Ace. 

“THE BIG 

i —Washing! 
w York Times Wash 

4 may be the OnlY 

io come out of Viera Enquirer & 

ive novels yet to come : 


Ciothbound/$3.95. 3] 


lean. He lapses into 8 comparative portrait of Dylan/Taylor, 
adds some biography and the end result is brillance and 
mardant wit 


lean understand why the tondies on the West Coast and 
the big Newyorkcity bullshit wizzards don't dig big Julie. 
His negative publicity is overwhelming. One hears that in 
initial meetings Siegel manages to spend an hour or so 
cutting you down before;he warms and you get the 
greatest conversation imaginable, Authors are funny like 
that. However, Record is the prose-image- of the man- 
brawling, freewheeling and sensitive. \t combines the best 


nq 
ssp war novel about 
Veta Ke M2, 
thar book we 
read... The Big V is the 
tect comp 


‘of a sociology of the Sixties with pungent evocative short 
fiction. RAVE, RAVE, RAVE..maybe you'll be able to buy 
this book some timo soon, You can't miss it. It looks like an 
expensive ledger though it's merely paper, Check it out, 
even if Straight Arrow is the publishor, even if Alan Rinzler 
is giving him a hard tine. Sympathize with the author and 
‘buy his book. He can make you smile and cry and you 
won't know why. ‘ 

Record is the type of book one would expect trom 
‘Straight Arrow though Siegel transcends the company te 
koops ond has pradueed a remarkable book with vision and 
olay. 
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The birth of speculative fiction 


SCIENCE FICTION 


by Charles Platt 


Note: This is the second installation of Charles Platt's 
hance-to-be-regular column, the first having been ACE 
Aeronautics |"the column that takes up space") in our 
Fear Issue (No. 5], under the name Pat Schallter—an 
anagram contrived to foo! the visa authorities whom the 
‘author was appeasing. Platt was the last editor of the 
esteemed and defunct British science fiction magazine 
‘New Worlds, a frequent contributor to the Los Angeles 
Free Press, and currently teaches # course on modern 
science fiction at the New School. —ed.] 


Unlike fantasy, science fietion is a field which demands 
that its ideas be used and developed logically. Once a 
‘writer has used one of the "bese concepts”, developing it 
ints most logical form, itis hard for another writer to come 
‘along and give it another treatment that has an equal 
feeling of originality. It has gotten to the point where 
authors ate endlessly re-working the old ideas according to 
a format which is as predictable as their prose. 

‘This kind of disillusionment and dissatisfaction Inspired a 
small group of English writers to break away from @ lot of 
the traditional assumptions about what science fiction 
storytelling should consist of. It is fortunate that at this 
time—around 1965—Britain’s principal science fiction 
magazine, New Worlds, changed its editor and its policy. 

The new editor was Michael Mootcock, who is best 
known for his many hastily-written, money-making fantasy 
avels, beginning with some stories about charactor 
named Elric, (Moorcock has since made it 10 Marvel 
Comics, where Elric meets Conan.) 

But Moorcock's real interest has never been in fantasy. 
He was far more concered with experimental fiction — the 
unhappy label which is sometimes applied to writers like 
‘Wiliam Burroughs. J.G. Ballard was another Englishman 
heavily influenced aiong these lines. His fiction was 
becoming increasingly surreal and “incomprehensible” to 
the average science fiction reader, despite the fact that 
science fiction magazines were Ballard's only real markets. 
(He later sold to Playboy.) Ballard was interested in ab- 
stracts and metaphysical notions about time and entropy; 
heavy symbolism; characters as pert of the landscape. It 
was all a bit beyond warfare in space. 

‘Moorcock shifted New Worlds’ policy away from science 
fiction, and toward experimental fiction. He suggested it 
‘was time to get away from mass-entertainment cliches and 
leaden prose, It was time for closer insights into the human 
ind; a5 Ballard put ft, inner space, not outer space. It was 


time, to0, t0 experiment with the way in which the stuff 
was written, New Worlds started printing. "non-inear” 

Fition, internal fiction, material which was not as heavily 
introspective asthe’ contents of most litte literary 
magazines but which leaned in that direction, 

Most of it was written by discontented science fiction 
authors who gravitated to the same Portobello Road area 
‘of West London 

The publishers of this venture were, by @ bizarre chance, 
cone of the largest purveyors of smutty magazines in 
England. They made money by importing. leftover 
‘American stocks of mildly pomographic novels, They 
fever read anything they imported; was treated like 
machine parts of breakfast creal. They sent it out to 
retailers; some of it sold and some of it came back. The 
stuff that came back was unloaded as scrap, or, if lot of it 
tame back, they ripped the old covers off, put now ones 
fon, and sent it out again, 

They published New Worlds because they saw it as a 
prestige item. It was packaged like a paperback book, 
included with a lot of other paperback books sent out ali 
‘aver England. tt sold about 20,000 which was pretty good. 
itwas regular, every month, ad it pid its authors. 

‘Thon, after two years of this hatpy situation, « disaster 
struck which was at the same time a Blessing. New Worlds" 
publishers almost went bankrupt. They kicked the 
magazine out. 

"The part-time editorial staff of three had no experiance in 
publishing and istrbuting, but they decided thet, from 
then on, it was all or nothhing. New Worlds” would 
become a glossy 11” x 8" magazine of 64 pages, none of 
them occupied by advertising. tt would contain about 
60,000 words per issue (for comparison, this issue of the 
Ace probably contains about 25,000 words). t would make 
more concessions to the general reading public; only the 
most ambitious, the bestawritten, most experimental and 
‘substantial material would be published. it would stil be 
monthly, with a national distribution. The starting capital 
‘was $1000. No one got paid for theit work: not the writers, 
not the editor, nor me, the designer (who had never 
designed anything in my life before). 

‘On this basi, it lasted through various crises for two and 
ahalf years. It was aided by a grant of $500 a month which 
Brian Aldiss (another discontented British science fiction 
writer) somehow obtained from the Arts Council of Great 
Britain, During this period, it publishad about one and a 
quarter milion words of fiction that was too unususl, too 
science fictional or too experimental to appear anywhere 
tse. Some of it has since beon re-published in book and 
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short-story-collection form, 

‘The effect of New Worlds’ on the sclence fiction field was 
amazing. Judith Merril, yeteran American science fiction 
anthologist, came to England, proclaimed it "The New 
Wave", did an anthology of “New Wave" stories, and 
threw 3 lot of American science fiction authors into 
faroxysms of disgust. (To be fair, a lot of New Worlds’ 
best fiction was written by other mote open-minded 
American science fiction writers who happened to be living 
jn England at the time). 

Despite the fact that science fiction is supposedly a 
literature of ideas, all about change, the prospect of 
change within the science fiction field seemed like a threat, 
‘to writers who'd learned their trade in the 1930s. and 1940s. 
They condemned “New Wave"—or Speculative Fiction, 
as it called itsslf—as nihilistic, introspective, tedious, 
morbid, neurotic and generally unreadable and. in- 
comprehensible. Harlan Ellison was an exception; he 
declared himself a writer of speculative fiction and 
published a collection of the new stuff, titled Dangerous 
Visions. The visions really weren't that dangerous, and 
some of them weren't particularly experimental or 
‘speculative; but it was 2 sign that the New Wave had 
found echoes of discontent in some American writers who 
had been wanting to write more experimentally but had 
been unable to get it published, And many of the 
Dangerous Visions did show a lot of talent and originality. 

Other offshoots of the trend were Damon Knight's Orbit, 
an increasingly “‘speculative” semi-annual short story 
collection; and Quark, a quarterly which was axed after 
four issues by publishers convinced that it couldn't sell 
‘You can still find numbers of Quark around New York book 
stores, however. 

What happened next was the inevitable decline. No 
breakthrough ever manages to sustain its original energy. 
‘The zriters and editorial staff of New Worlds’ finally got 
Aired of working for free all the time, ‘Phere were endless: 
financial problems (Moorcock is being sued by a firm of 
printers for around $10,000.) 

It was time for a compromise; New Worlds” returned to 
its paperback-book size, became a quarterly, and has been 
published recently by Berkley Books in New York. issue 
number 4 of this format is due out around now, and is @ 
good one; not as experimental as New Worlds’ once was, 
but still with some very original items. 

But that isn’t where the story ends. Berkley is in 2 strange 
situation, Late last year a new science fiction editor took 
‘over, and found his predecessor had accepted and paid for 

continued on page 20, 
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Jesus Crust, Montreal's @ fuckin good hockey town. 
Fuckin good. You ain't seen shit until you seen the 
Canadians at the Forum. Not the Felt Forum, the Montreal 
Forum. You mighta seen some DOGshit on the sidewalks 
DOF NY but you ain’t seen the goad kind of shit that you ain't 
seen when you ain't seen shit until you've seen Les 
Habitants as the frogs call em play Toronto at the Forum. 
AND I'VE SEEN EM SO | CAN TELL YOU THE WHOLE 
STORY. 

‘Saw em last Week, Cournoyer's better than anything the 
Rangers have ever had and that’s goin back @ ways, He's 
0 fuckin fast once he gets the puck and he looks kind of 
like a tal elf skating his ass off, he skates even better than 
Emile Francis. Frank Mahovlich plays meaner than a totem, 
ppaleand he made this one goal where he just took the puck 
‘on right wing and ignored tow checks and Just went in on 
Bernice Parent and fuckin SCORED! Last time a Ranger 
did that was the night Harry Howell got two goals for the 
‘only time in his career in 1982. Fuck the Rangers! 

Rangers tied em 3-3 and so did Toronto but what's 
numbers mean anyway? | mean Peter Mahovlich chews 
‘gum better than Bobby Rousseau and Ken Dryden's better 
than Giacomin and Villemure put together. And Claude 
Larose has really good hair! Really good. Last greaser left 
‘on Montreal and he looks outasite, So’s J.C. Tremblay 
with his mustache, a real good one and when he hauls ass 
on his blades he looks like @ kid running away after stealing 
a quarter from a bully named Oscar. Fuckin good, J.C. 
‘Same for Serge Savard who's a real good boozer. 

‘Speaking of which get this: no drinking in your seats at 
the Forum! Dig it, and no smoking there either] But the day 
after the game they had Black Sabbath at the Forum and 
they put dawn boards over the ice and brought in the 
dope, you never saw so much dope since Woodstock! 
Dopin and groovin and everybady brought along a rail of 
toilet paper for throwing, if you don't beliove me go to the 
tell you | was right. Also they had candies for lighting as 
oon as the lights want out and that’s exactly what they 
did, THEY LIT EMI 

And they drank something called Alcool which is 
another one of those frenchy names and this drink doesn’t 
bbeat around the bush! Nor does the greatest of all North 
American apple ciders, Saint Antoine-Abbe, Fuckin best 
stuff in the world, you can drink it like-it was water and 
before you know it your nose isin the sky and your feet are 
hangin over a box of Duz. Everybody in Montreal has two 
(or three bottles of it on hand and it's gone in 18 minutes. 
Even Jesse Winchester (you remember him) has it, along 
with his newly acquired wife and their child of not very 
long. Said he figured it was about time he GAVE A CHILD 
A NAME but that’s another story. 


Canada's big cheese English-language sportswriter is 
Scott Young and if the last name sounds familiar it's 
because it should. It should if you ever bother to take your 
snoot out of the sports pages and search out the en- 
tertainment section; NEIL YOUNG'S DADIII! That's right, 
Pop Young was big before his offspring picked up his first 
guitar string and Young Sr. is now the author of the best- 
selling Face-Off which is all about this guy playing for the 
Maple Leafs who gets involved with a rock and roll star 
(female) who's hooked on marijuana, She ruins his life and 
he ruins hers and then she dies in a green car and he has to 
go out on ice with his team trailing Buffalo (1) by 2’goals. 
‘That's how it ends and it’s supposed to be a movie that’s 
supposed to be the Canadian Love Story so if you wanna 
see it some day go right ahead but if you do you got rocks 
in your head and | don't mean rock and rolll 


The Knicks stink worse than a fish in a fountain, why 
even think about them? 


You ever see that drawing of Giscomin In Newsday? Tell 
it's by this guy who uses the nom de plume of Aislin but his 
real moniker is Terry Mosher. He’s another Montreal gent 
and (this is a secret so don’t pass it on) HE HAS TWO 
MISTRESSES! The only ather people who know it besides 
meand him are Juan Rodriguez and Elizabeth Weinberg so 
don't tail his wife, it might cost him a pretty penny in 3 
Quebec divorce court. 


‘Scheduled for an award ‘at the annual Nyack High 
‘School hockey dinner was young Jimmy McGuinness J. 
of thist school, Yes he was scheduled but he didn'timake it, 
CAUSE HE WAS ONE OF THOSE BASTARDS WHO GOT 
HIT BY THAT TRAIN IN THE BUS! Trains are heavier than 
pucks, that’s for surel 


(One Hab who's had itis the Pocket Rocket. Ain't worth 
shit anymore except when he moves his bowels. Falls 
down all the time. Huffs and puffs but he ain't blowin any 
houses down. His size is showing. Looks older than Willie 
‘Mays and you would too if you were him with all that grey 
hai, | don’t know what he uses on his hair but it sure isn’t 
goose grease! 

Cleon Jones brings a hefty .289.lifetime swat per cent 
into the "72 season. Will he hit 300 this year and boost the 
Mets to another World Championship? | EXTREMELY 
DOUBT IT but | wouldn't mind if he did, would you? 

He once even hit.360 once back in 1963 with Auburn but 
that was only for 14 gaines and the season's a bit longer 
than that! a 


In answer to the query from Spyros Mathiopoulos of 
Jeanne Mance St. ("l would like to know who were the 
linemates of Guy Lafleur while he played for the Quebec 
Remparts“): Last season, Lafleur played right wing on 3 
line with centre Michel Briere and left wing Richard 
Grenier. Briere is currently playing in the Eastern League 
‘while Grenier is still playing in the Quebec Junior Hockey 
League. Grenier is now with the Verdun Maple Leafs as a 
result of a trade which sent goaltender Robert Lussier to 
the Remparts, 


When's all this heckey biznes gonna end? Soon,,to be 
exact. 


Bathrooms at the Montreal Forumare less croweled than 
at Madison Sq. Garden, is that cause people have to piss 
Jess? Dunno, but they sure got good beer! Lots of reason 
to piss if you drink the Labatt 50 or Molson’s or Brador.. 
Brador's stronger than the usual stuff so you don’t have to 
drink as much to get drunk so that's why they don't piss as 
much. 3 


‘That's all this shit about Vida Blue? He isn't even good, 
like what the fuck is 24-wins? So what if he handled the 
Yankees real good, | bet your mother could handle the 
‘Yankees real good. He's from Louisiana and he's not even. 
down-home, he's kind of from around New Orleans go who 
needs him? BUT at least he’s had the sense to hook up 
with plumbing, the career of the future, | tell you, if had 2 
chance to do it all over again |'d start life as a plumber, i's 
a great job, it can't be beat: beating on pipes! 


LAKELAND, Fle.—The Devroit Tigers yesterday sold 
reserve short-stop Cesar Gutierrez ta Montreal Expos for 
sn undisclosed amount of cash, Can you believe it//III 


Latest leader in the ugly sportsman poll: the late Johnny 
Addie. It's against the rules for the guy to be'a) dead and b) 
a fing announcer (ring announcers derserve to be pum 
meled into unconsciousness by the fighters who occupy 
the squared circle and put the bread on their table), But if 
that’s the way folks wanna vote that’s up to them. | per- 
sonally find him—or should | say found him—quite hideous 
asa hell and I'm glad he's now a stiff. Even with maggots 
crawling in his eyeballs and mouth he couldn't be any 
‘uglier than he was in fife 

‘Only 6 months remain before a final count is tabulated, 
So get those cards and letters in! 


Speaking of the Queensberry sport's departed citizens, 
wasn’t that Dick Tiger on 47th St. Last week? 


Alex Websteris a PEA-BRAIN. | dare him to sue me and 


this paper for $17,000,000,000 for defamation of character 
if he's got the balls! 

If | were a reader chances are I'd read the new Connie 
Hawkins book. But 'm not a reader and the last book | read 
was Tom Sawyer by Huckleberry Finn so | don't even 
know the title of the Connie Hawkins book. Nor have | seen 
its cover. Nor do | know anybody who has. Readers run the 
‘constant risk of paper cuts and eyestrain, both enemies of 
the athletic life. 


Nominated for Academy Awards in the Best Sports 
Documentary category are: Hot Basepaths (dir. by Ned 
Sloan), My Wild (rish Cleats (di. by Ken Bulnern), Pez Vs. 
The Warld (dir. by Kaufman: Productions Inc.) Yanks 
Aren't Cranks (dir. by Willie X. Sebbs), and Stabbed by 2 
Foil (dir. by the Warsho Bros.) The last flm’s the one pick 
can’t miss! 
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DEAD MAN'S HAND 


Lajer!” chirped Lyn, A hundred flowers bloomed in 
her every glance. 

Far out 

‘Yeah man. 

Owiasight 

Solid 

And they trooped away 

And never really bothered us again, to speak of. But 
alter ibis last incident Kadi fished up a ride to California in 
1 maiter of minutes and asked only that, until her ride left 
I should aeverso much as lay a hand on her and, lord help 
her. she should get ovt of town without running into the 
murderous poet 

Well, the next night—her last evening in Baltimore— 

she and T went out 10 be as amiable as possible and get real 
drunk. Which Td been doing anyway for the twent9-four 
hours on so since almost blowing Lyn into a better world 
than this. (Having meantime, down the block at Reagan's 
Raf. told the whole ale to Willy the Pimp who bad razor 
warsall up his arms and kept a .32 Saturday Night Special 
always pnder his banlow shirt, And he offered to shoot 
Dennis oF eut him up at least a litle but Willy the Pimp is, 
another story entirely.) 

‘So Kadi and I headed downtown but had a big fight on 
the bus and she got aff and took a cab back, went ahead 
‘and got drunk and along about 2 AM somebody happened 
to introduce me to the murderous poet. Who was easily as 
leunk as I, We got along famously, much as I remember, 
‘And! sometime during the night someone laid a magnum of 
‘champagne on us and we went back to the newspaper 
Office 1o drink it, We talked it all over about him and Kadi 
‘aid me and Kadi and the instinct to violence, etc., 50 that 
sihout 5AM one thing had led to another and I said, "Hell, 
Tim going to go wake her ass and you two can patch it up 
land everything before she off and goes out to the ends of 
the earth or Marin Cou 

Betler I should not go into what whe had to say exactly 
io me when I-did that. Though they did go to his place 
together and Kadi didn’t come back until late the next 
lfternoon right before her ride came by. 

[believed I saw a little tear in her eye as the ear pulled 
awoy but 1 was afterwards informed I'd been mistaken, 

Two weeks later 1 came down with scarlet fever in 
Toledo, Ohio, 

‘And Lyn stayed with the Maoists even alter her 


bayfirend was purged. But he got her figally locked her up 
in a beach house on some dreary Maryland shore for 2 
good number of months. 

Tsaw her just last week. In Annapolis, with a five day 
old baby girl, Mattya. 

The Maoisis have all gone somewhere. I don't know 

When ihe boyfriend found out he'd gotten Lyn pregnant 
he went 10 Mexico. And there be worships mushrooms 
and lichens. 

And 


SCI-FI 


a heavy backlog of novels. With the current recession still 
depressing the publishing field, and this great burden of 
unpublished work, Berkley now has to be very cautious 


th better 


ided that New Worlds 
ishing it 


and “salesoriented". They d 
wasn't profitable enough. and they won't be pu! 
any more, after number 4 in June 


(Strangely enough, they have also been putt 
series called The Best of New Worlds, this being 3 
collection of previously-published stories taken from the 
‘older days of the magazine. Best of New Worlds number 6 
isa very goad anthology, currentiy in the book stores. 

‘And what happened in the rest of the science fi 
field? After a two-year petiod of controversy and turmoil 
things went back more or less to theif 
of the New Worlds’ writers are stil writing 


els which read exactly 
acne lore c.8le bumy ow 7 


| the Great Jones 
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See a movie, live longer 


ACE FLICKS 


by John Gabree 
seeing Play It Again, Sam has 
red now the Woody Allen flick is in 
instead of at Radio City. Truth to tell it isn’t such 
en for 8 Woody Allen fan like me. It's 
nny enough, but the humor is more night a 

ly cinematic. Allen has a grest sense of 
arriage in Bananas the use of 


jub cor 


Casablanca and Bogart here —but he doesn’t use 
W himself, You'll laugh a lot, but if you want 

ind original take off on the same mate! 
in Gumeboe (which unfortunately just 

1g run at the Waverly with Beat The Devil) 
was saying, the high point of the show at 

ity, the big production vocal, was a favorite tune by 
star. Now picture this. The stage of the 
s a French cabaret crowded with rowdy beret: 
rogs and short-skirted waitresses and bar gitls. Out 
an-can girl who prances about the stage getting 
‘assed singing the full Radio City Music Hall 
her, singing, and marking time with high 

5 and wiggles, singing ina wobbly but saccharine tv- 
gstress voice, singing Neil Young's Heart of Gold. It 


A lot of new films have opened since our last 
ation. If you're into terror there are two pretty good 
4. The Other, which is about a schizophrenic 
ar-old and his weirdo grandmother, is a (ttle con: 
f the middle, but the acting is good and Robert 


no has done ticks lke Summer of 42, To Kill @ 
Mockingbird a: 


Up the Down Staircase knows his craft 
The Possession of Jbel Delaney. Shirley 
. NYC divorcee whose younger brot 
ssessed by the soul of a deod friend. Ti 
whale perfectly believable and terrifying and 
ought it was a little too gory, in 
ms to be a crucial part of the 


ture I've seen In some time will be 
.ek of $0. It's called The Green Wall 
mando Robles Godoy. It's not 
‘ast cutting, too much tricky camera 
director fs jnto the meat of his story — 


he demonstrates impressive contro} 
ory is about a young family who go 
fen though the land is the Peruvian 
relate to the characters (played by 
ican comic actor and two neaphites). The 
the love between the characters is 

to. come out of @ movie theater 


pleasure to watch Alan Bates and Janet 
action, but even they can't save A Day in the 
Death of .be Egg. Maybe film is not the suitable medium 
humor—the play after all was terrific—or 
hols just didn’t come up with the right 
stage fo screen, but most of it just doesn’t 
re ‘of it reminded me of that grammar school 
joke: Mrs, Jones, can David come out and play? / You 
know he doesn't have any arms and legs. / That's ok, we 
want him to be second base. A tragedy like having a totally 
‘autistic child must be a shattering one and | don’t doubt 
at people handle it the way Nichols indicates, it’s just 
that the wordiness makes you too aware that you aren't 
watching “real life” which in this kind of film is cnicial 
Bates and Suzman though are too much, 

In other news: Two good double bills are around if you 
haven't caught them yet— Hospital and Sunday Bloody 
‘Sunday at the Art and Murray Hill and Goldfinger and 
From Russia With Love at the Festival and the Waverly 
(carly Bond movies ere primitive, but a lot funnier than 
their sequols and imitators). Easy Rider has been revived at 
the Columbia II next door to JW. Coop. The Last Picture 
‘Shows a bit of a yawn but it is making the rounds on a 
double with Cisco Pike, starring Kris Kristofferson, one of 
the three best drug movies (I guess everybody would agree 
that Born To Win was one of the others, but I'l bet 
Dealing is still generally under-appreciated). 


The red flag of termite art 


MINAL TERMITE 


» Hoberman 


Manny Farter's film criticism (collected and published as 
Negative Space) is a revolutionary juggling of hard-boiled 
insights into mavies, painting and comic strips—the ex 
pression of w knowledgeable and idiosyncratic eye-written 
in @ snap, crackle and popcom style reminescent of 
Raymond Chandler (and full of the same Hollywood in. 
Spited native American surrealism). 
Switching off between art and. film critiques for left-it 
mags through the early cold war (awarding Matisse a 73 
out of 100 an the scale of Western painting, Manny sez: 
His line is a8 much a thing of genius if somewhat glib 
genius as Cary Grant's dark, nonchalent glitter, With one 
swift, sure, unbroken flip of the wrist he can do more for 
the female navel, abdomen, breast and nipple than anyone 
since Mr. Maidenform, "The Nation 1952); then writing 
intermittantly for periodicals as disparate as Film Culture 
and Cavalier; Farber finally resurfaced as the movie critic 
for Artforum (the Sports Mustrated of the art world} until 
he was bouned — allegedly for writing up the underground 
filmmakers (Snow, Jacobs, Wieland, Warhel) three years 
before the editors of Artforum ware ready. 
Like many 20th Century artists Farber saw possiblities in 
mass produced machine age artifacts democratically 
deemed to be garbage. Manny found bottom-of-the bill 8 
movies like The Thing, White Heat, The Steel Helmet to be 
‘the only films that show the tension of an individual in- 
teligence posing itself against the possiblities of 
monotony, bathes or sheer cliche.” Hence his admiration. 
for those directors of action flicks who remind him of 
basketball players doing “their best shooting from the 
deepest, worst angle,”* directors who have their finest 
moments with ‘material that is hopelessly worn out and 
childish,”” (Underground films,”" 1957). In a later 
manifesto, “White Elephant vs Termite Art” (1962), Farber 
denounces those films "tied to the realm of celebrity and 
affluence” filled with hidden meanings, insights a la Freud, 
Marx, Jung, Sartre, Levi-Strauss or “whoever else the 
producer's been reading.” (A few recent examples would 
be 2001, EI Tape, Performance, Zoms Lemma.) Against 
these, Manny raises the red flag of “termitefungus- 
centipede art" —""anact of both observing and being in the 
world, 2 journeying in which the artist seems to be 
ingesting beth the material of his art and the outside world 
through @ horizontal coverage”—which is “omery, 
wasteful, stubbornly seltinvolved, go-for-broke... a bug- 
like immersion without point or aim.” The prontious but 
enjoyable Citizen Kane (whose celebrated baroque visual 
styling was totally anticipated by the genius of Busby 
Berkeley—see “The Lullabye of Broadway,” Golddiggers 
of 1925) is a seminal white-elephant work. Orson Welles’ 


real masterpiece is a lurid piece of gibberish, Touch of Evil 
[produced by Albert “Sex Kittens Go To College’ 
Zugsmith)— pure termite in’ direction, realization of 
character, and moral tono, (A few recent examples of 
twimite would be Ernie Gebr's ontological films, Jack 
Smith's slide shows, my films, the conceptual movies of 
Bob Schneider, The Hellstrom Chronicle, Rory Hayes! 
fauychatie home movies, Justin Green’s comic book Binky 
Brown Meets The Holy Virgin Mary avid Art Spiegelman’s 
(soon to-be-published) comic book Maus.) 

From his spot on Artforum’ last page (1968-70) Farber 
wrote appreciatively on NYC underground classics (Mold 
Me While I'm Naked, My Hustler\, riew ontological films 
(Wavelength, Tom, Tom the Piper's Son), as well as 
foreigners Ozu, Bresson and Godard, while continuing to 
champion the action directors (Hawks, Walsh, Fuller) who 
new (largely through the persistance of Andrew Sarris) are 

en seriously 

(Speaking of Sarris—his pantheon of auteurs is 
overloaded with white elephants like Ford and Hitchock 
while excluding geniuses Sennett, Fuller and Busby 
Berkeley. Nevertheless his book [7he American Cinema) is 
among the most termite and essertial ofall writings on 
Hollywood movies, ranking with Farber's masterpiece 

Underground Films,” Jack Smith's "The Perfect 
Cinematic Appositeness of Maria Montez," or the five-part 
series on ""nuclear films” Joe Kane did for The Monster 
Times. (See especially the book's sections on directors 
Douglas Sirk, Gerd Oswald, Edgar "Ulmer, Charles 
Laughton, and David Miller.) However Sarris sins against 
the light when he gratuitously tacks, on to the Robert 
Siodmak section a denunciation. of- Jack Smith and 
Flaming Creatures. Sarris \who admits his own directoral 
famtasies| becomes petulant and incensed when con- 
fronted with a fellow film creep audacious enough ta make 
2 super-Sternbergian movie for less money then it cost to 
buy Manhattan Island.| 

‘OX, Just let me add that Farber is also a pdinter(tackbal 
formalism), wrote the best piece anywhere bn Sam Fuller 
("Fuller's scripts are grotesque jobs that mipht have been 
written by the bus driver on The Honeymooners”) and 
what can you say about a critic who wrote ih 1951 that his 
three favorite films of that year were Fuller's Fixed 
Bayonets, Hawks’ The Thing from another world, and 
John Farrow's His Kind of Woman. | 
Editor's note: Whar Haberman is trying ta say is that he 
loves these lousy movies, God knows why, | He has asked 
me to inform his few readers that his incomprehensible 
(ogo refers to his “bug-like” theory of art, and subway 
terminals, or something. Well Il taut cultiver son jardim. 
ed 


Tune 6, 1972; Page 21 


NORVELL 
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consummate work. The Ten Co 
mandments, and, sure enough. that turned 

real wood too, Wight each example 
«|, NORWELL hammered home the 
husic point of ‘his homemade psychic 
pipuien to. at brit Weed 
congregation: youtre as good ss anyone 
tlse. he vias saying, and you can do 
whatever you want if you just. put your 
mind 49 it, How Well, for that you need 
NORVELL.No matier how old you might 
be. even if you have one foot in the grave 
and the other poised before the proverbial 
fueket. your springtime may be just 
around the corner if you would only but 
‘grasp the golden hours” now. 

A typical NORVELL story involved his 
encounter with Gloria Swanson. The 
celebrated thespian of the Silents was in a 
said state. She bad tumed 40 and her career 
had hit rock battom. No fonger glamorous, 
no longer wanted, Gloria was at her wit’s 
end ..--and who should be waiting for here 
there but NORVELL. The Graiman guru 
took the distraughit actress aside. 

—Don't give up hope, Gloria, Your 
springtime might be just around the 
worner. 

—No, it's hopeless! I've tried everything. 
Ws just no use. <. 

—Everything, Gloria? Have you tried 
the... the MAGIC CIRCLE? 

The... MAGIC CIR. ..7  ~ 

Not so loud! I's seeret, see... 

—But, how dol. 2 

—Yooui didn’t by any chanee lose ALL 
your money, did you? 

The upshot of the story was that Gloria 
did indeed become the recipient of just 
such a MAGIC CIRCLE and that woman is, 
‘not worrying today. Quite the contrary for, 
as NORVELL pointed out, Gloria now he 
“14 rooms at the Waldorf and half a million 
in the bank." In the wonderful world of 
‘mystical truth anything can happen—and 
usvallydoes. 

‘And the audience loved if, that was the 
sad thing about it, To their way of thinking, 
NORVELL was in touch, may had even 
had carnal knowledge of the slut queen 
Success, as she is called by. some and 
demonstrated that he was willing to pass it 
oon with the members of his flock, He said 
the things they wanted—and were willing 
to pay—to hear. But, rosy as his outlook 
might sound in its entirety, NORVELL 
himselt wax not above-bettaying bit of 
personal bitterness, most of which was 
directed at the television industry and the 
modern contemporary youth of our times, 
The one thing NORVELL always wanted 
‘was something that all theriches of the 
astral plane would not buy him—a 
televised pulpit. He remarked ruefully that 
if he had been able to secure himself a TV 
spot he could have shucked more people in 
a single hour than he had in 35 years of 
speaking at Town & Carnegie Hails. Such 
is the miracle of modera communications. 
Before he left the subject he warned his 
flock to “censor” the harmful stuff that 
pours out of the set and to try to jam the 
television signals with "magnetic thoughts” 
whenever this was humanly possible, 

NORVELL FIGHTS YOUTH DECAY 

‘As far as modern youth was concerned, 
it fared tittle better than the TV industry 
wonspiraey and, in fact, he held a par 
ticularly low opinion of that generation 
that had grown up with its sockets plugged. 
into the tube, “God help the minds of the 
future.” was the way NO SUMMED IT UP. 
And even though he endorsed the wide- 
seale distribution of Jove throughout the 
land, he also wanred against the abuse of 
said loe, especially a8 it is mishandled by 
hippies who have been known to keep & 

‘doven lovers in their pad." Nor was he 
coamored of the rampant obscenity, the 
\ulgarity, andthe nudity that prevail 
today. He recalled an incident in which 
Gloria Swanson scrapped the production 
of her own Queen Kelly, a film she had 
Sunk a million of her own dollars into, 
heviuse she realized of a sudden that her 
prirtraval of a brothel 
360. positive. in 
presionable American youngsters who 
‘would see that film. Yn truth, that little Iark, 
i hers was undoubtedly the very: act that 
‘cut the strings of her eeonomic security 10 
plummet her into those depths of poverty 


snd dlepression that caused her to seek out 
the good doctor NORVELL later 01 
Maybe this in fact is the standard path 
taken by the MAGIC CIRCLE he speaks 
of. At amy rate, NORVELL admitted, with 
‘an admirable sense of honestry. thal he 
didnt know what was going’ on in the 
piovies anymore but was certain of the fact 
that he would probably “be shocked, 
whatever it is” . 

Before the Transcendental Meditation 
pact of the program rolled around (its 
announcement. judging by the sudden 
rusile-of coats and shuffle of elderly fect, 
seemed to signal the imminent conclusion 
OF the affair), before that took place, 
however. there was the little matter of the 
collection: plates to be taken care of 
Mystics gotts eat (00, ya know. And by the 
time the plate passed past nie. it was 
brimming over. not with dimes or pennies 
1 would have expected. but with dollar 
ills. NORVELL eats well 
For the Transcendental meditation 
segnient of the program, NORVELL 
hauled out his asshole buddy Thompson 

spreading his stately hindquarters 
the length of the piano bench, began 
beating softly on the keys as NORVELL 
popped the cork off some of that secret 
Knowledge from the Himalayas he's 
promised and broke out in chant. The 
audience was asked to close its collective 
and the Town Hall lights were doused, 
while NORVELL eu logse with a stream 
ff strange foreign babble whose meaning 
remains unknown to me. The crowd did as 
instructed und the depressing thing about 
it was the fact that this was probably the 
‘onl Gime the members of this particular 
audience allowed themselves the luxury of 
indulging in a fittle freeform hallucinating, 
“The shame of it all is that all these tonely 
people feel they have to shell out hard: 
eared money from their pension eotfers 
to a shuckster like NORVELL inorder to 
doi, Ta NORVELL’s credit, he didn't as 8 
Tesser man might, take this opportunity to 
express his contempt for his audience, by 
exposing himself perhaps. But then 
NORVELL had been doing just that 
(hroaghout his performance, andin 8 far 
‘more telling fashion. No. sense pulling an 
Al Capp and blowing thé whole act. 

(incidentally, if you too want 0 meditate 
in the privacy of your awn home, NOR- 
VELL suggests that you draw the shade, 
light a candle and a stick of incense, if that 
ig your wont, and put some meditation 
music on the turntable. Clair de Lune and 
Meditation In A Monastery Garden were 
NORVELL's choices. but feel free to 
improvise here.) 

After the lecture proper had terminated, 
NORVELL had the presence of mind to 
remember to remind his flock about the 
ook tables in the lobby where NORVELL 
records, NORVELL cassette tapes, and 3 
wide selection of NORVELL books were 
available, with NORVELL's face on 
everyone. And it's always the same photo 
‘of NORVELL adorning of all of his sundry 
products, the one emphasizing the 
Liberace smile, the kind of face you might 
expect lo find tacked to the wall of some 
Post Office in the sky. Unlike NORVELL, 
pictures don't fie. 

While some of the flock lined up to 
shake the man’s hand or fo get his X on the 
{atest NORVELL novelty, others gathered 
eagerly around the book tables where the 
Ubiquitous, Thompson and other of the 
man’s minions sold copies of Cosmic 
Magnetism, How To Train Your Child's 
Subconscious Mind’ For Health, Wealth 
and Happiness, and other tones, the only 
fone not in sight being the fabled do-it- 
yourself tract SO YOU WANT TO BE A. 
GURU! The books, the tapes, the records 
all seemed to be selfing in a manner more 
befitting hoteakes than mere books and 
records and tapes. And this one only one 
‘of countless NOR VELL. affairs, remember, 

not to mention the MAGIC CIRCLE 
giveaways arid Sacred Flame rituals that go 
down during the week. 


NORVELL NOTHING NEW 

NORVELL and his ilk are nothing new, 
of course. There's been a NORVELL born, 
every minute since time immemorial, as 
long as there haye been people who have 
had no other access to meaning and solace 
ind the like, T remember a book published 
fy Random House (although the made 
sure that neither the Random House name 


‘nor logs was in any way connected with 
the work) entitled. I think, The Power of 
Psyeho Command. This one claimed that 
there exist windows opening into the minds 
ff others and that all one had to do was to 
gain the Power of Psycho Command, and 
these windows would be unshuttered right 
hefore your eyes. After getting « good 
glimpye of the other's mental apparatus, 
‘you would then have a good idea as to how 
fo manipulate that mind for the fur- 
therance of your own ends. As an example, 
the author cited the case of a woman who 
desperately desired & mink stole, and had 
for years. No matter what lengths of 
‘begging, eajoling and threatening she went 
10, het husband refused to give in. Finally 
she took to studying the laws of Psycho 
Command and. the author continued, that 
she “did something” for her husgand 
that she had heen too uptight 10 do before 
Sure enough. the next day a dead mink was 
delivered. Yow may choose to call that 
“Psyeho Command,” but in my cay we had 
another name for it 

There ar hose who would come down 
hard on NORVELL, those who would hurl 
the heavy stones af wrath and contempt at 
this grinning mask of naked banality, Some 
would say that the stork that brought him. 
imo the world ought (o be arrested and 
Sentenced t nine months’ hard labor 
(word has it he was committed instead). 
Some would call him a phony. others a 
charlatan, a fake, a sheep in wolves’ 
clothing, a crass and demented right-wing 
common who doesn't deserve to spout his 
Brand X pseudo-cosmie sholock in a 


vase 1 


public m hall. There are even those 
who would undobutedly be only too ener 

substitute fur his black howlie a noose 
aie. 


Sty ‘String'im up* and Tet the matte! 
Hit lel it be knowe to such stone: 
that—outside of the erary woman pinched 
hy Thompson—the crowd really went wild 
for NORVELL, the old ladies flocked to 
hrim like flies to a corpse. I's not'everyone 
‘shy can con people into dreaming they're 
really awake. And, so what if he keeps his 
nose in the air? I's only the better to smell 
his Bryleream. 

Before the affair contuded, the friendly 

wge invited oneand all to beunch with him 
«ita Greek restaurant down the street from 
Town Hall where, between bites. that 
ieyser Of wisdom that serves as NOR: 
VELL’s mouth would erupt in further jets 
of mystical revelation. Asa Hving 
lestament to his own credo of the power of 
positive thinking, NORVELL informed us 
that he had managed sometime back to tap 


a artistic vein in his inner mind and had 
-n up the brush and canvas to give it 
expression. While in Greeve, where 


thesmarts of youte resided, NORVELL on 
TpMO¥ErY day al the-sloremeationed Greek 
NORVELL's most recent work, a paint, 
Of the legendary Parthenon: Ane. 
font 16 paint i! 

It's not for bread alone that NORVELL 
is sired. He is hungry to speak for a while 
generation, to say grace at the table of 
Toth. forall with time and world eno 


Irish & American Political 
Power Rally At 
BOAC (Sth Ave. & 49th St.) 
‘Saturday June 17 at 1 p.m. 
‘¢ Sponsored by National Association for Irish Freedom 


CLASSIFIEDS 


Place your Classified FREE in the New 
York ACE. Copy must be received by 
Friday, typewritten or printed, and not 
exceed’ 30. words. Send fo: ACE 
Classified, New York ACE, 46W. 17th St. 
NYC 10011 


DID LORNA McNEUR RAPE 
FIGHTIN’ FATHER DUFFY? Ex 
Clusive coverage of NY area feminist 
events in MAJORITY REPORT, a 
monthly independent newspaper. $3 for 
Yen issues, 89-19 171 St Jamaica, NY. 
a2 


ASPIRING SOCIAL __SATIRIST 
(WiGHTCLUBS) NEEDS P-T WORK—5 
days, $110. Hopefully hetping people. 1 
Sm reasonably intelligent and articulate 
with 3 high degree of integeity.. DAN. 
temporarily. 201-327 


Antique Shaker “ladder-back”” rocking 
chair, needs repair, $100: antique stereo 
Slide viewer, St; Relax-a.cisor, perfect, 
Tike new, $80: Used records, perfect, 
rack, jazz, Blues, $1.50 each. 691.0859 
anytime. 

FOOD CONSCIOUSNESS RAISING 
DISCUSSION: “WHEN NOT TO EAT?” 
The Basement, 155 East 22 St. (free) 
WOMEN WORKING IN THE MEDIA If 
You are interested in joining Media 
Women, a feminist consciousness raising 
and political action organization, write 
US at Box 232, Old Chelsea Sta. NYC 10071 
TRANSLATOR (French, Spanish, 
talian) published in TOR and Per- 
formance (Barthes, Jodorowsky. 
Arrabal,  interatios) seeks freelance 
Sssignments, “Also willing to edit or 
proofread. Sandy MacDonald, 30 St. 
Marks Pl. NYC. 10003 


LOWER EAST SIDE SUBLET. Fleeing 
Maya, 3 rooms w/ view, waterbed, at 
east till fall. $135 plus utilities & phone, 
Friendly, unprivate people who'll ap- 
preciate it and maybe let me crash oc- 


Eationally till I'm settled in the country 
call 673-8848 
TYPEWRITERS & ADDING 
MACHINES 

. REPAIRED 


BUSINESS MACHINES SERVICED 
EMANUEL SCHWARTZ 
AG WEST 17th St. 233.4300 


7 DAYS 24: HOUR SERVICE 


JOOKING TO BUY good bass amp over 
100 watts. Phone Larry RN 3.2272 


LOOKING FOR SINGER with good 
‘original voice: front man needed to join 
established rock group with steady work 
Gall Larry RN 32772 


HELP!IFAST#! 1 need $1.00 a8 soon as 
possible, or else! Please send to Joan 
Lesko, 1008 Throgs Neck Ex'pwy, Bronx, 
Ney. 1046s 


SPACE AVAILABLE — We are setting 
up a co-operative movement building an 
East Sixth Street. We need more groups 
Jo come in with us. If you need space 
Contac! Steve at Appleseed, 278-0322 0r at 
260-2455 


THE UNITED FARM WORKERS 
ORGANIZING COMMITTEE, headed by 
Cesar Chavez, is seeking tulltime, 
Volunteer organizers across the country 
for 8 massive boycelt of non-union let 
Wee industries, For info. write Boycott 
Central, PO Box 62, Keene, Cal. 92531 


Try New York's only Dating Service 
matching Today's People and get the 
Gales you deserve. For tree info write 
Great ‘Mates, Box 51, Hastings, N.Y 
10706 

CASH FEE PAID for interview with 
young women willing-to openly discuss 
their personal experience with enemas, 
Usoitimate research. Ed, Box 763, 
Greer, 5.C. 29651 


GUITAR & THEORY — Call A. Stauber, 
569-0191 

WANTED: Subscribers 10 “Faggots. 
Faggotry.”” An international anarchi 
journal for fagwhite males. Subs: 
Submit 20 cents postage ONLY for 
number of issues desired. FREE sample 
Upon request. Mail: Ralph Hall, PO BOX 
227, Ole Cheisea'Sta. NYC 10011 


THERE'S A GALA GOING ON! MON. 
DAY JUNE 2%. KUT A KOOKIE 
KAPER! NO SHADOWS PLEASE! 
COVE AND ZIP. KATH AND LIS. 


READ TWO GREAT STORIES: Forfeit 
Weekend psychological study Incest 
Days in The Country. Hip chick in 
Southern horse. country. Publisher 
frasned books. Smut title: Horse Lover. 
$1.95. 278, NYC. 10003, 


aM ManitEST in NY as BEn (not ‘God 
because of Nazis) FREE sHoRT Sook 
ALL aBouT 17 SENT on REQuest: BED, 
Box 752, STUYvesant STA... NYC 10009. 
(08) maGie!) 


NAME ADDRESS. 
WRODS, box 278. NYC, 10003 will 
New Facts of Life Papers poetry, fic 
ton: prose. Not porno. Prurience. Read 


Soe Sa 


NEARLY FREE WINDOW GATES % 

Eight steel window gates. for 2 worthy 

purpose. Each are 

Complete with two locks for each gate, 

‘nd two sets of Keys for each lock—even, 
screws tor installation are included. 

Wt you Take them sway, you can have 

them for $5 each. 728.5892 (12ih St. bet 

Aves. ABB). 


MUSHY LOVE LETTERS WANTED. 
Write your mushy love letter to Mr. X, 
bax 686, ca The ACE, 48 West I7in St 
RYC 1001) 


CAMPER VAN FOR SALE — Good 

jon—automatic tran 
Smission, fully equipped for. tiving 
‘Dodge 10:foot step-van conversion, $1200, 
Call £52.2990 


CONGRATULATIONS TO A GRAD DAD 
FROM REX 


NO_MONE 


72 inches high, 


sis 


a, 
CN “aughiy Sy 
CARDS (0 mesnigfl 


DOD at yo 
or order direct— add 4/—postage ¥ tax. 
Be FoR FREE REPRINT I2TRODUCING OUR GAME, 


“NOTHING SACR ED” 
fi, # 


June 6, 1972, Page 23, 


Iy reveal: 


ur tner erotic, book, shes ae 1s 


Publishing + Geme Compo 
Box 698 


NeW YORK , /00u 


culture.” 
see rock and politics as separate-but-equal (or 


aa 


CREEM is more than just political: 
We're supporting Howard Hughes 
- in November. 


separate-but-decidedly-inferior) phenomen: 
as we've ever been able to tell, each is an integral 
part of the other, in the ‘70's. 

And we're the rock mag- 


azine that: 


**Devoted half an 
a filmscript 
George Jackson. 

**Presented a lengthy anal- 
ysis of Mayday and what 
went wrong — written 


by one of 
organizers. 


Not so much because we’ 
like him but because Hughes 
is, after all, the ultimate 
representative of what the rest 
really represent. And we try in 
every issue to be just as 
outrageous as the things were 
talking about. 

CREEM was the first rock 
magazine to admit politics as 
an integral part of “youth 


Even now, we're the only one that doesn’t 


As far 


ue to 
about 


the Mayday 


**Suggested that what was 
really needed was a free John and Yoko Rally. 


Enclose check or money 


order and send to; 


CReeM 


‘Subscription Kidz 
P.O. Box 202 


Walled Lake, MI. 48088 


D 12 issues — $6. 


© 12 issues & Bonus Album — $6.50. 


O Free sample 


Mardi Gras 
O Savoy Brown 


**Had the nerve to print the proposition that 
maybe drugs weren't the saving grace of the 
counter-culture after all; that maybe even 
psychedelic drugs would prove the youth 

culture’s downfall. Maybe. 

As fiir as we can see, 
CREEM’s the only magazine 
with the gumption to play 
Devil's Advocate to the icons 
of both the movement and 
pop culture. We're as likely to 
question the sexism’ of the 
Rolling Stones as the elitism 
of Jerry Rubin. And we can 
get away with it because we 
do it with a sense of humor, and a sense of 
commitment that you just aren’t going to find 
anywhere else. 

While the other two “big” 
rock magazines were putting 
George McGovern and Hubert 
Humphrey on their covers, 
CREEM dove in for Hughes. 
What does THAT tell you? 

We're accessible on your 
newsstand — but if you can't 
wait, use the coupon below. 
Vote Hughes. 


Quantities are limited — 
indicate order of preference. 


CO Creedence Clearwater — 


Hellbound Train 


Ol r.Rex — Electric Warrior 


00 (for CREEM only). Sly Stone — 


(2 Yer — Fragile 


There's a Riot Goin On 
25e (postage & handling). ) Edgar Winter — Rondwork 
Renewal (please include mailing label). 


amie 
a 
‘Sorry, Premium offer applies to US. & Canade only. 


Foreign Subscriptions: Surf 
Air Mail 


~ $9.00 
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2) eos WE wend 
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O CAN ‘BE 
YOU TO BE... 
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J, ema ie Oe 
IN THE CAN CURE 


hn DH J SAS, 2 DOH So OND SOMME: 


poe ---- ---- -- - = ---- -------- 
“The city’s most ambitious attempt at an alternative newspaper!" INEW YORK ACE 
—New York Magazine 146 West 17th Street 

Ne York City, N.Y. 10017 
“A.J: Leibling . .. would have loved it!!”” Gary ~ 


| foreign 


“Why this obsession with booze and violence?” 
Bob Fass, WBA! I yame 


' 

1 

= 1 ! 
Saturday Review 1 piease send me 26 issues (one year) for {] $5.00 domestic [1 $8 | 
1 

1 

| 
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“The dumbest political column of the year—even worse than Evans and | anpRess_ 
Novak-—(is) Al Goldstein’s (in) the New York ACE!”” 


FREE HEROIN IN HAR 
FREE CLASSIFIED ADS IN THE ACE 


WEW YORK 


‘ aes ee eee a ea ee ‘aetiiites 
HIGHWITNESS NEWS FREE HEROIN?) 
zx ae N.E.G.R.O. GIVES COMMUNITY 


INAFORE 


nl ACTION A SHOT IN THE AR | 
As junior spy in a munitions firm 4 
i cpenees Off Red remnants in old Sings: By Lynda Crawford in the group's favor, Matthew explained 
It shocked more than a few people last thy fe hose the one-time immgrants’ 


and immigrants to the society. European 
smmigrants who were not part of the land 
were part of the society. Black America is 
Part of the land, but we were not and 


Chorus: He polished off Red remnants wo care NEGRO. threw ‘all:ceutsou 10: the wad 


LEWD SMUT OK-SUPREME COURT _ fas and willingly admitted to supplying free 


That now he tx the ruler of the CUA in to any addict taking part in the 
The Supreme Court has ruled that it children.” The unanimous decision was 


portal: “There are two kinds of immi- 


group's program, should they need it. The 
} ic OK for driven mowe theater 10 surprise for conservatives who thought. | | As/vior sp 1 mach «mark Covina legally meted estas have not been part of he society sou 
show “sexy movies” that can be seen by Nixon's appointees would be enti set ma Phat they ave me the pon of chemical mark raised doubts in many eircles ax ‘We are not immigrants wo the land but 
| “passing motorists and_neighbothood movies. And I agned the appre wth ¢ sooth fom | ther NEGRO will ever get away Soe atO. the sodiety." NEGRO has 
| ‘Passt’* = hand with this ve and there are a number of wddeere | UP, FActorits. oo the stand where 
} 4 who quite openly -hope they addicts and former convicts can be } 
| RATS FOR PAT hited he oer ws hand don't Popularity ha hal hee ie tlsed in sao osoptons and oes } 
On Match 1, 1970, thee women in eee group's strong point, But then agun, you to work NEGRO mun ; 
\ filtrated the SIst Annual Republican Chorus: He fablfied the papers with @ hand wo many friends when you ‘country “2 Peerage one te 
i Women’ Lonsheon Two cared asi _ eS . tad icking and rhetoric for sad neazation was founded by Dr } 
} They ate their lunch and listened as Berni mht ate mich see To take whatever action is necenary Puts he go tue healing ake 
the speakers swapped. fies. Nelson That on agent's agen in peuple is practically the hulled. decided To go Eee lie pe } 
} Rockefeller and John. Mitchell were Pept 2 guns within m | and more often than nm ventive medicine by healing cracked Ines } 
present as loaves and fishes were handed 4 the Premier of 6 counties! contrived 10} ny involves breaking th The doctor, in his le fortis, way Dorn } 
| Sout (o all present. Finally one of the moot | aws were never made Harlem and lives there. now, despite 
| [women could take no: more. Up she ee | ple that NEGRO 1 help claim bythe Amsterdam News tothe { 
j stood and yelled to the crowd, “We That now Lam the ruler of the CIA anyway: the poor, the addict or th ex ae Ldiotel 


hae otto ete meno teva || WIRETAPPING: FRAUD AT JUSTICE DEPT. 


To take all the troops out of Indochina evidence gathered by electronic surveil sy yelper! yeats because of heroin addiction rather — most crits of the proposal have gotien aren 
‘And most importantly, to end the auto. | | BY Cs Crystal lance, it ts probable that they can be | | then trying 
inated Battlefield. I's immoral, i's il |] Since Mitchell began his reign of dropped. Seventy-cight are being chal- | | Gustemele, ndonesio were such poly booty NEGRO. has 


contrary. ‘The newspaper ran-an editorial { 
stating that the doctor was a resident of } 
} 


in jail f 


hors: Those shootings steed so well for he oo eer eee 


1 which ended in the group vaeat- 
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| tres. as there were none yet. Itseems that deserted island and trigeered the media metal door. Like the other inmates, 1 packed my rucksack and checked our 


- | swer the newspaper with facts and fig- swaying in the breeze on the supposedly submarine ceil, vacuum packed with a couldn't help but laugh. Next day I } 
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“STOP BUSING 
START SHOOTING” 


The above sentiments until Inst week 
‘were widely considered to be peculiar to 
the supporters of Alabams Governor 
George Wallace; but now, in a master- 
stroke of pure political cunning, President 
Nixon in his historic "busing address” has 
managed to consolidate every shade of 
anti-integrationist sentiment behind the 
Republican banner. The President's deft 
manipulation of the sensitive “busing 
issue” at this time—hot on the heels of 
Wallace's stunning triumph in the Florida 
Democratic Primary-leaves virtually no doubt that in November, sixon will gain 
reelection by a landslide, atleast. 2 

In fact, it is not inconceivable that the President could at this juncture “sieze the 
time,” s0 to speak, and get himself elected unanimously! Only a moderate elaboration 
of his present stand on “busing” type issues would be needed, we are confident, to 
assure his re-instatement for another term in office—or more! Just consider the popu: 
larity, in this election year, of the following campaign promises: 

*To disenfranchise all colored voters, 
‘*To “bus” them back to the island of Africa 
To send with them anyone who balks at these measures m 

For, as Democratic candidate George McGovern Dow adits, the “Wallace vote 

resents the feeling of those citizens—and they clearly constitute an impressive por- 
thon of the eletorate-who are "Ted up and angry.” The President, perelvng the foot 
cause of their dssatisfaction—blacksknows he can garner their unswerving support by 
eliminating them. Doubtless his new “busing policy" represents an histotie first step 
foe Arerica toward that objective, and a great leap for the Black people back to the 
shores of Bingo-Bango-Bongo. 


Fe eens ee 
HARK, HARK, THE LARK! 


In the shank of the tong winter the Earth reminds us all, quietly and surprisingly, 
‘that she is still alive, and always was. “Thaw days” occur ever more frequently as she 
tips gracefully on her axis in her long glide through space, and offers us up the the 
Sun: another facet of herself, for him to admire. The wind is softer, the still air is 
almost cottony. Under the old granular snow the water, as if drawn forth by some 
gentle poultice, seeps up into the earth. A walk in the pasture yields uncanny evidence 
already of the season's te-birth: invisible in the air is the sweet newborn aroma of Last 
fall's fertilizing manure feeding nitrogen to incipient rootlets; high overhead, scattering 
northward, flocks of seasonal migrators toil toward Canada, and the sky opens wide 
and blue before them. Already the old farmers are stocking brandy in their “sugar 
shanties,” and Mom is badgering Dad to take the chains off the snow tires. Looks like 
another long, hot summer coming for the Nixon Administration, 


ABOUT THAT MEMO 


At deadline time we hear that the 
durable Director of the Federal Bureau of 
Investigation, J: Edgar Hoover, has under 
taken to probe the question of authentic- 
ity that dogs Dita Beard’s infamous 
memo allegedly implicating the Adminis 
tration and the G.OP. in under-the-table 
concessions to the IT&T Corporation. We 
are confident that the intrepid investiga 
tor will clear up, to the satisfaction of all, 
any doubts that remair about the matter, 
and, hopefully, will bring you the full re- 
sults of his skilled inquiries ina future 
issue of the New York ACE, such as New 
York ACE number 127 or number 128 
at the latest 


The isle 
of Africas 


S__Wrire0Id tavestisator 


GUEST EDITORIAL 


Yesterday an egg, tomorrow a feather duster, If the transitory span of the chicken, 
is to refleet the indomitable spirit of Hizzoner the Mayor J.V. Lindsay on the rocky 
road to the White House, we can pethaps console our own fair city with the words of 
the noted Parisian boulevardier and author, Marcel Proust: We are healed of a suffering 
only by experiencing it to the full, 


A FABLE 


By Vincent Titus 
Once a bird leamed to tspdance, He got ina fight but he forgot how to Jy so he 
danced out of the fight. 
Moral: It is nice to have talent. 


a 
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“owe More Fant Any HE 


LETTERS 


Dear Mr. Weberman, 

I've’ read about your views on Bob 
Dylan in the past and was interested in 
your theory about Dylan being over the 
hill. {f you like hearing stories about 
Bob, then maybe this will interest you. 
(Maybe not.) 

In 1969 I hitched down to the Isle of 
Wight, down south, to. see Bob Dylan; 
naturally I took my trusty Sony  re- 
corder with me to keep his performance 
for posterity. Now I'm sure you've got 
the concert, right? Well I got to the 
festival on Friday and on Saturday. 1 
Pissed off the nearby town of “Fresh- 
water.” It was amazing but the place 
‘was empty. It seems that all the freaks 
were watching the WHO or something 
that night. I dropped into a little pub to 
quench my thirst and was pleased to see 
that the house piano player could really 


SHOULD BE Bic ENOUGH FoR You, Sonny? 


@ good hour, my pal and { was [sie] 
astonished, the door opened and Robbie 
Robertson shoved his face in, he looked 
round then called back to a car outside, 
“O.K., Lev, the place is quiet.” A few 
minutes later Bob Dylan and the boys 
from Big Pink shambled through the 
door. I shoved my tape recorder in my 
food bag and pretended not to notice 
(Cool, huh?) The regulars in the pub 
didn't know who they were, but really 
‘dug the Americans’ accents. particularly 
Garth who seemed to have a cold. (May- 
be that’s how he always talks.) Some of 
the Band played darts with the locals, 
but Bob sat and chatted with the piano: 
stabber. Now | had a fresh cassette in 
my player from the moment Robertson 
stuck his head through the door, and it 
was now recording. The following is a 
transcript of the tape 
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ISN’T IT GRAND BOYS 


by Rich ba 


By Pat Morris 

This year the parade was going to be 
different. This year the bloody assholes in 
their tophats and tricolored ribbons 
would find out that the American Irish 
will no longer submit to the humiliation 
of dancing like fools up and down Fifth 
Avenue, for the amusement of a few 
corrupt’ politicians, while their brothers 
and sisters in Ireland lie dead in the 
streets. This year we were going to show 
them something 

Two groups had been given permission 
to march in the parade for the first 
time-the Republican Clubs, which rep- 
resent the Official IRA, and the NAIF, 
which represents the Northern Ireland 
Civil Rights Association. I can’t tell you 
much about the Republicans, except that 
they looked great and marched in time 
and militantly. We were a far more 
motley crew. 

We lined up, or rather gathered, at 
46th Street at noon. Few marshalls, no 
uniforms, a few ragged banners calling for 
Civil Rights for the Irish. We also had a 
coffin, a black one, which we intended to 
Present to the gentlemen on the 
reviewing stand. We had the coffin for 
about ten minutes, and then the cops 
came in, lots of them, and took it away 
The cops had brilliant timingthey asked 
us to move to one side of the street to Jet 
2 band go by, and in the general 
confusion were ‘able to move in and 
confiscate the symbol of Irish dead with 
only a few people noticing, and no more 
than a scuffle. They work quick, those 
cops. 

While plans were being made to recap- 
ture the coffin at the comer, I watched 
the bands. Most of the marchers in the St. 
Patrick's Day parade are captive prison 
exs-offduty police and firemen who 
stand to lose their jobs if they don't 
march, and Catholic School children who 
are more or less ordered 10 make asses of 
themselves. At one point we were next to 
the band from Mother Cabrini High 
School, and had to watch as the fucking 
nun principal roughly pulled aside the 
Bris, most of whom were wearing arm 
bands, and made them take them off 
“I'm just as Irish as you are,” she said, 
“but you're not going to wear that 
thing” A priest from our group went 
over to reason with her, but it was no go. 
The Irish, after all, are basically for mak- 
ing music and dancing, and not for seri 
‘ous endeavors like protesting their deci 
mation 

Finally we began to march, ot rather 
walk, Keeping in step was hopeless, and 


= 
NAIF and IRA comings! 


keeping lines only slightly less difficult. 
At the comer we did not, after all, got 
our coffin back. I noticed that no’ one 
made the attempt to confiscate sham- 
rocks or cans of green beer 

And then it was up the street, to sur- 
rising cheers and even some tears by 
bystanders. People began pouring out of 
the street to join us, which was a mixed 
blessing, as some of them were drunk and 
3 few others thought we were the IRA 
and began chanting IRA slogans. But on 
the whole our joiners were sincere and 
truly identified with the uniformless mass 
of people who took to the street without 
music or “shelaghlaghs to awaken the 
world to the plight of their people. By 
the time we got to the reviewing stand we 
were about a thousand strong. 

Since we no Jonger had ous token of 
Irishoess to offer the tophats, we had 
planned to simply stay quiet, and offer 
our silence to the Irish people. It was 
assumed that the gentlemen would talk 
with Bells Abzug, who was in our lines, 
and Jim Dutis, the chairman of the 
Northem Ireland Civil Rights Association, 
who had come here the night before ex: 
presaly to publicize the Irish problems on 
St. Patrick's Day. 

Instead, we were not allowed to stop 
at the stand, although every pissant high 
school band could stop and do their num- 
ber. As soon as we halted, the cops de- 
soended on Jim Gaffey, who was more or 
less trying to organize us, and began 
Punching him in the stomach and kid- 
neys, so deftly that although I was only 
about two feet away I couldn't see him 
being hit, just a mass of blue uniforms. 
“You're holding up the parade,” the cops 
were telling us, “get moving, you're hold: 
ing up the parade,” How ironic that one 
of the few groups which actually repre. 
sented the Irish should be accused of 
ruining an Irish parade. The reviewing 
men refused to meet with Jim Duris. 


ening jn the Saint Patrick's Day Parade. 


pohly in a hurry to get 


They wi 
back to their bars and diink some pukey 
green beer. What { wouldn't have given to 
see Bernadette Devlin punch Lindsay in 
the nose. I wouldn't have minded taking a 
crack at it myself, only I couldn't see the 
bastard. 

We salvaged what was left of organizas 
ton and proceed up the avenue, to more 
sheers and more people filing into our 
‘groups. It’s a great ego trip to walk up the 
street and have people cheet for you, and 
‘no matter what the bigwigs did, they 
sould not take away the fact that the 
NAIF held more appeal to the mass of 
people than all the Mother Cabrini bands 
and Ancient Orders of Hibernians put 
together. 

‘As we walked past 72nd Street, anoth- 
1 unexpected event happened. We had 
Planned to leave the parade there and set 
Up a mock coricentration camp in the 
park. But the exits to the park were 
blocked, and we were now possessed of 
about five hundred people who hada’t 
originally planned to march with us, and 
wouldn't be able to get any soxs-of con- 
scerted action. The crowd was yelling “Up 
the IRA," and Jim Duris was looking be- 
wildered. We had been promised a Civil 
Rights march this year, not the same old 
farce. And to Jim Duris, Civil Rights 
marches mean serious business. You take 
your life in your hands as you walk on 
the street. Here you just run the risk of 
being assimilated into the general mad- 
ness and made to look a fool. 

We stopped at 86th and 3rd. Seamus 
Naughton, a leader in the NAIF, spoke. 
“We were promised that this year the St 
Patrick's Day parade would be a Civil 
Rights march, It was not. It was a farce 
They refused to let us carry a coffin to 
symbolize our dead. They refused to let 
us observe a moment of silence at the re- 
viewing stand. And they refused to speak 
to the chairman of the Northern treland 


or 


Civil Rights Association 

“This is NOT an Irish parade, it is an 
American politicians’ parade, And it is 
those American politicians who are re- 
sponsible for the violence in Northern Ite- 
fand. They voted to give ten million do}- 
lars to Great Britain. They keep the rub- 
ber bullet factory in Ohio operating. And 
they have the nerve to sit there today and 
call themselves Irish. They are not Irish 

Jim Duris spoke; there was such a din 1 
couldn't hear him. And the Republicans 
marched by, and we cheered them. Today 
we were all united in our frustration and 
humitiation 

CBS was the only network to carry 
any of the political activity of the parade: 
the rest simply reiterated the “Kiss mo, 
'm an fish ass” theme. There was one 
interesting sidelight on the news, how- 
ever. A smiling Mayor Lindsay, who had 
an Irish grandmother, was telling the com. 
eramen what a wonderful time he was 
having, He was asked about the political 
implications of the parade, and didn't 
answer. Then he was asked what he 
would do for Ireland if he were elected 
president. 

“Well, I certainly understand that a lot 
of these people feel very strongly,” he re- 
plied, grinning from eat to ear, 


Fuck you, John Lindsay, and fuck 
Your Irish grandmother, too. Your partic- 
‘pation in this admitted farce i a dis. 
grace, considering. the Irish helped. elect 
you in the fitst place. Hopefully by this 
time next year you will be in oblivion, 
and we won't have to deal with you at al. 
For next year will be different, man. The 
blacks stopped being Steppinfetchits; the 
Spanish people stopped being Juan Val- 
de2” lackeys; and we are damn well gonna 
stop being pet leprechatins for you and 
your tophatted cronies. Next year at the 
Parade you may well see the ghosts of the 

dead haunting the streets, and they are 
‘not going to be singing “The Wearige of 
the Green.” 

Isn't is grand, boys, to be bloody welt 
dead? 


: 
‘ 
‘ 
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THERE ARE NO BIRDS IN VIETNAM 


By Coca Crystal 

The new war in Indochina! While 
troops are being brought home, the air 
War increases. It is a new form of war 
where machines do most of the killing 
and destruction. The population of Indo- 
china has been concentrated in the major 
sities and placed under American control. 
The vast regions outside of these con- 
trolled areas are subject to American 
bombing at any time. Well over two- 
thirds of Indochine has thus been tumed 
into a free fire zone. 

The new war is an automated war with 
Machines ‘playing the predominant role 
and ground troops in 2 secondary posi- 
tion. Asian foot-soldiers are used to sup- 
porting American bombers by “showing 
the flag” after bombing raids, taking out 
supplies and refugees, providing statis de- 
fense for the major cities and bases, and 
serving as “live bait” to draw guerilla fire 
so American pilots have some idea where 
to bomb. The aircraft carrier has become 
@ mobile platform from which to launch 
air attacks against ground targets. The air- 
craft carrier is likely to be the first US 
force engaged and the last one with- 
drawn, 

The mechanized war consists of wir 
craft, huge ait bases and aircraft carriers. 
The goal of the mechsnized war is 10 re- 
place US personnel with machines. It re- 
duces. cost-and domestic dissent occa- 
sioned by American deaths, it increases 
efficiency by removing American foot 
soldiers. From the Armed Forces Journal 
—“By every conceivable indicator our 
Army that now remains in Vietnam is in a 
state approaching collapse, with individ- 
ual unils avoiding or having refused com- 
bat, murdering their officers, drug-ridden, 
and dispirited where not near mutinous.” 
‘And faced with'an American public that 
Wants peace, an Army that won't fight, 
and un enemy that won't lose, the US 


‘Vietnamese ingenuity turns Vank (error msile into jatprapsiled oxcart of the people 


Machines cannot discriminate between 
friend or foe, civilian or soldier, adult or 
child—all_ will die who lie in its path 
Three things make the air war distinctive. 
1. Electronic sensors, not men. are find- 
ing the targets. 2. The targets are struck 
by computer-directed aircraft filled with 
electronic equipment. 3. The bombs they 
drop are designed primarily to maim peo- 
ple and drive them out of “enemy” ateas 


appearance of peace while continuing the 
‘war. The solution, Westmoreland said, “is 
to replace, wherever possible, the man 
with the machine.” 


Areas have” been seeded with air 
dropped devices that can detect vibra- 
tions or people; they detect sounds, they 
may be sensitive to metallic objects, or 10 
heat radiation or to chemical emanations 
from human bodies. The information is 
transmitted by radio to receivers on 
mountain tops or in continuously air 
bore communications aircraft (manned 
and unmanned). The signals are then re- 
layed to a central computer in Udorn, 
Thailand, where all responses of all sen: 
sors are correlated, and the decision to 
strike a certain area is finalized. 

The code name fo; the electronic 
operation is “Igloo White.” Barry Gold- 
water stid, “I personally think it (elec- 
tronic battlefield) has the possibility of 
being one of the greatest steps forward in 
warfare since gun powder.” The “auto- 
mated warfare” has ntany “advantages"”— 
a machine will not defect or take drugs 
the machines represent a cheap merce- 
nary army. 


“On several occasions after heavy sen- 
sor activity the night before, moming 
patrols sent out in search of enemy 
bodies found dead water buffaloes 
stead.” Reported in the Congressional 
Record by Proxmire—3/23/71 

Fifty percent of all bombs on Indo- 
china are antrpersonne! bombs. Anti- 
Personnel bombs are designed for use 
against unprotected human flesh. One 
thousind tons of anti-personnel bombs 
are dropped daily in Indochina! Anti- 
personnel bombs violate intemational 
law. “Ie is specifically forbidden to em- 
ploy arms, projectiles, or material caleu- 
lated to cause unnecessary suffering” — 
Hague Convention, 1907, 

"Most of the victims of anti-perso 


[FEA 


bombs are not killed, but mai 
pellets are designed 0 cause i 
hard-to-cure wounds. This serves two pur- 
poses. One, instead of one person being 
killed and thus removed from military 


production, five or six must care for 
them. Secondly, badly wounded victims 
have a greater demoralizing effect on the 


rest of the population.” From National 
Action/Research of the Military Indus 
trial Complex 

The sensors used to detect movement 
or presence of human b: 


Ieled in their imaginative uses. Take f 


example the air deliv 
sion director—ADSID. They are dropped 
from planes und land and burrow into the 
earth, leaving only the antenna showing 
The antenna is designed to look Ii 


tropical plant. transmit vibra: 
tions to the computer. Bur the vib 

offer no clue as to whether the person or 
persons making the steps are man, woman 
or child—armed or unarmed. Another in- 
teresting sensor is one made ta. look like 
animal droppings. They are made by Hon 
eywell corporations. Another, ACOU- 
BOY microphones, are dropped from 
planes on little parachutes made by the 
Playtex Company (living bra people). The 
parachute disintegrates when it hits the 
trees, leaving a fine netting to hold up the 
camouflaged microphones. Sensors are 
also carried onboard aircraft. The “people 
sniffer” is designed to detect ammonia in 
human body odors. The army spent $1.5 
million developing this to have it knocked 
out of commission by the simple use of 
ingenuity. The Vietnamese hang buckets 
Of urine from the trees. Goodyear rad: 
‘units are also carried onboard aircraft. 


Helicopters are also equipped with s 
ial devices. Textron, which makes Talon 
Zippers and Schaeffer pens, makes 2 
“prowling hunter” killer chopper that 
uses an infra-red sereen to see in the dark 
Puff the Magic Dragon, an old gunshi 


Government has found a way to give the 


could boast 6,000 machine gun pellets 
Per minute. But the new chopper is even 
more effective. Some 2,000 tons of 
bombs are dropped daily in Indochina 
There are five types. The high explosives 


Tange anywhere from 250 to 13,000 


© 20 million bomb cra- 
fers in Indochina. 10 million are in South 
Vietnam. A standard 500 pound bomb 
would make a crater 10 to 50 fect wide 
and 3 to 20 feet deep. Areas hit by high 
explosives are impossible to recultivate. 


The anti-personnel bombs encompass 
half, or 1,000 tons daily. They. are de- 
signed for use against unprotected human 
flesh. North Vietnamese shcool children 
wear straw vests to protect themselves 
Each “pineapple” has 2S0 steel pellets 
Which shoot out horizontally when the 
bombs hit the ground. But the people hid 
in wenches so the “guava” was developed 
The guava explodes before it hits the 
gound so the pellets spray diagonally 
into the trenches in a 360 degree pattern. 
They cannot destroy 2 bridge, a track or 
2 train. Two or three inches of sand bags 
will stop them. The “Flechette” or nail 
bomb contains several hundred one-inch 
barbed nails in each three-inch bomblet. 
At enters the body shredding muscles and 
body organs. 

The incendiary bombs are designed to 
bum their victims. They vary in tempers- 
ture and adhesiveness. Napalm is charac- 
terized by the “sheets of flames” that en- 
velop everything for hundreds of yards. 
White Phosphorous burns on contact with 
‘oxygen. It cannot be extinguished, which 
means it usually has to bum its way to 
the bone before it goes out. And it burns 
Slowly. On occasion it can bum as long as 
fifteen days The greenish light that can 
be seen at night is produced by the ma- 
terial that continues burning the flesh and 
bones 

Air to ground missiles are being used 
more frequently in recent years. They are 
cither laser guided or teleguided mussiles. 
The “walleye” and the “bullpup” are 
teleguided and are used against caves or 
suspected underground complexes. They 
are accurate within six feet when dropped 
from a distance as far as four miles. 

The last group of bombs are the area 
denial mines. These are designed to make 
large areas of land uninhabitable for hu- 
man life. The Dragon Tooth and Gravel 
mines are camouflaged to blend in with 
the land. They will blow off your foot if 
you step on them and do much the same 
to your hand if you touch them. The Spi- 
er mine of the wide area anti-personnel 
mine has cight fine wires that extend 
from it. When a wire is moved, ball bear- 
inglike pellets are thrown a distance of 
60 meters (180 feet). They are not 
dropped on specific targets but entire 
areas are flooded with them. 

The Plain of Jars used to be a theivis 
society of 50,000 people. It used to be in 
Northern Laos. I say “used to be™ because 
it isn't there any more. In 1969 bombers 
made daily hits and destroyed all station- 
ary structures. Nothing was left standing 
An old man from the area said, “The 
planes came like the birds and the bombs 
fell like the rain.” The villagers lived in 
trenches, holes or caves. In September 
1969, CLA-supported Meo troops (an in- 
diginous Laotian tribe) went in and took 
out 25,000 refugees. It is a deserted 
wasteland today. The Pathet Lao, the 
armed fighting guerillas of Laos, have 
been the unceasing target of the CIA. CIA 
representatives meet weekly at Udorn Ait 
Force Base in Thailand to draw up target 
listings 

Not only is the air war ugly, inhumane 
and technically illegal, itis also rather in- 
effective. The war is proving to be tech- 
nology versus the human spirit. And for 
tunately the humans are holding up. In 
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Cambodia guerillas now control 70-90 
Petoent of the territory despite a bomb- 
ing campaign of some 150,000 tons since 
May 1970. 

In Laos, the guerilla forces now hold 
more territory than before the bombing 
began. By 1969, “0 percent [of the 
young men] wanted to join the Pathet 
Lao. Nobody really understood what the 
Pathet Lao meant by “American Imperial 
ism’ before the planes came. But by 
1969, the attitude was “better to die 
fighting than hiding in the holes.” A 
Pathet Lao volunteer, 

The NLF in South Vietnam has also 
been experiencing a renewed recruitment 
increase. “Twenty-seven months of 
bombing have had remarkably little ef- 
fect,” said the Pentagon Papers. Half of 
the bombs miss their targets and provide 
the guerillas with 27,000 tons of bombs 
to make booby traps and mines. 

The air war violates international taw 
on many levels. The first is the extensive 
bombings of unprotected villages and hos: 
Pitals, augmented by our illegal failure to 
aid civilian bomb casualties. The Plain of 
Jars held the first society in history to be 
completely destroyed by total automatic 
War. 

Herbicides are used. About 100 mil- 
lion pounds have been sprayed on Viet- 
nam, Over 5 million acres have been hit. 
Herbicides can cause genetic damage and 
already birth abnormalities are being re- 
ported at an alarming rate. Half of the 
mangrove forests in Vietnam have been 
destroyed. There are no birds in Vietnai 

These are the cold and chilling facts. 1 
have tried not to cloud the facts with po- 
litical rhetoric, but I must express some 
feelings here. | feel there must be some 
limitations to what the Government is al 
lowed {0 do. And the air war in itself is a 
war crime. We, as a country, have sunk t0 
a new and fow depth of inhumanity and 
brutality. It is time to learn the facts, well 


“Only approved military targein. 


enough to convince somebody else. And 
then ACT. Get off your asses, if for the 
first time in your life, and do something. 
No, the war ain't winding down, it’s just 
starting, and I for one would be proud to 
sive aid to the heroic and resolutely just 
people of Indochina. But how, you say? 
(Ok for one, see the NARMIC slide show. a risk, the Indochinese do it every’ day 
Gal the Switchboard for info: 533-3186. Gambie on something that will surely 
Show the stide show at your school, make you feel good inside. Decide how 
Where you work, anywhere that there are far you are able to go, Maybe it's eaflen, 
People ting or maybe you are prepared for sabo- 
‘here is nothing too awful that can be tage. But get it done, right, No more slop- 
done to the makers of the automated bat. py jobs. We have enough people under 
tlefield. Honeywell, ITT. Westinghouse, ground and many more prepared to de 
paxtron. McDonnell Douglas, Lockheed, scend. An action by ten people at u major 
Playtex, DuPont, Boeing, General Elec- corporation will be as effective, if oot 
ic, Motorola, Singer, Hamilton, Ling- more effective, than 20,000 people 
Tempo Voight, Olin, General Motorsand marching at a peace r 
Grumman all make’ millions in Govern- 
ment contracts. Get together with a 
group of friends. People you know well 
and trust. And then plot and scheme 
“Visit” offices, sabotage, vandalize and 
terrorize the executives. Hold “die-ins” in 
their posh suites. Put blood on their car- 
pets. Do anything to dramatize the war. 
Send them garbage in the mail. Tie up 
their switchboards (call from paybooths) 
Infiltrate and wreak havoc. The people 
who work for these corporations must be 
made aware of their company’s involve- 
‘ment in the war. They must understand 
their complicity in the senseless killing 
and destruction of life and land_1 can’t 
ask you to care about some Laotian or 
Cambodian peasant who does not even 
know what an American is, but I can im- 
plore you to boycott ALL products made 
by the war lords. Such as ALL products 
made by Continental Bakeries, Wonder 
Bread, Hostess Cupcakes, etc. They are 
subsidiaries of ITT who are more than ac- 
complices in the air war, Destroy their 
products in the supermarkets, beg people 
not to buy their products. Explain to 
them why. If they complain that Wonder 


is cheaper, give them money to make up 
the difference. People have already begun 
‘to campaign agsinst the air war. Hundreds. 
of small well-organized attacks would do 
alot 

So don’t just sit there reading. PLOT, 
SCHEME AND ACT. Take a chance, take 
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ON THE BEAT 


By Ray Schultz 
A DIRTY FRAMEUP 
Mt was Saturday night and the Hell's 
Angels were hanging around their build- 
ing on East 3rd Street attending to their 
own affairs and generaily feeling mellow, 
when 30 cops burst in with shotguns and 
began tearing the place apart. The cause 
of the sudden raid was the robbery of 
STO worth of porkchops from a local 
youth, at least according to the cops, who, 
tore up floorboards and entirely disman- 
ted an apartment in their mad search for 
the stolen chops, which remained missing, 
but the heart of the matter soon came to: 
light as the cops supposedly discovered 
cache of guns, bombs and other danger- 
ous instruments, and soon two Angels 
and three women were being marched out 
of the building and Captain Jenkins of 
the First Detective Squad was displaying 
the weapons on TV and telling the-cam- 
‘eras that the $75,000 bail apiece set for 
the Angels was actually too little because 
they were: dangerous criminals and the 
public would do better to have them be- 
hind bass. 

Well, the smart money south of Four. 
leenth Street says it was a dirty frameup. 
‘The facts speak for themselves, First off, 
Why did i¢ take 30 cops with shotguns to 
investigate the robbery of $10 worth of 
porkchiops and second, why did the cops 
come from the Thirteenth Precinct which 
is up around 30th Street, instead of the 
old 9th, which is right around the corner 
from the Angels, and getting along preity 
Well with them at that? Having heard the 

police version of this matter blested over 
the TV waves to all New Yorkers, 1 
{rudged over to East 3rd Street, at the 
inwite of Sandy Alexander, president and 


_qfounder of the New York Chapter of the 


AL GOLDSTEI 


By Al Goldstein 


We're sick and tired of the average citi. 
zen being taxed to death while these mul 
Libillionaires like the Rockefellers and the 
Fords and the Mellons and Camegies go 
without paying taxes. They got billions of 
dollars in tax-sheltered foundations and 
they don’t pay as much tax as you do on 
@ percentage basis. And the church com- 
‘mercial property—the churches own busi- 
nesses, shopping centers, hotels, sky- 
scrapers, all competing with private enter- 
Prise. A fair tax on this $200 billion in 
untaxed wealth would being in $12 bil- 
lion to the Treasury. We've got ta close 
up these loopholes un those who've es- 
caped paying their fair share 30 we can 
lower taxes for the average citizen—the 
little businessman, the farmer, the elder- 
ly, the middle class. 


The politician who spoke those words 
feels that the govemment is full of shit 
and is unresponsive to the man in the 
street, That people are too alienated from 
the roots of power. That detail-and bu- 
Feauctacy are suppressing our private op- 
tions. That same person also feels that in- 
dividual rights are being crushed by col- 
lective priorities and that the world we 
live in is all too violent, He has many of 
the same views as the so-called left and 
most of his speeches read like shrill 
underground press editorials or drug- 
induced thapsodies from the lips of Timo. 
thy Leary. His attacks on the deadliness 
of the establishment echo the sentiments 
of Abbie Hoffman and Eldridge Cleaver 
His name is George Corley Wallace, 

At age 52, Gov. Wallace is shaking up 
the professional. politicians, the media, 
the odds makers, the power hierarchy and 
bringing hope {0 the despair of the aver- 
age guy in the street. For ever; emor of 


Angels, to hear what the Angels had to 
say about it. The Angels’ building (which 
they own except for a couple of apart- 
ments) is about halfway into the block, 
and you can'se a number of motoreycles 
Parked outside in perfectly neut rows. In- 
side, a sign at the far end of the hallway 
wams you to “Beware? Dangerous attack 
dogs,” but the sign is nowhere.near as 
effective as the mad snarling of the dogs 
themselves, whose "snouts sim eagerly in 
your direction a§ you piss oft your way 
up the stairs. ("Stick to the wall on the 
way down,” Sandy told me later). 
= On the Fifth Floor landing, I waited 
“briefly while Sandy transferred the mean- 
St dog in-the house from his spartment 
00 the next floor to another space, then 
Joined him in his apartment, a neat three. 
00m sailroad flet overlooking the street, 
and decorated with violet lights and day. 
so “posters, and- various plaques and 
Pieces of artwork. synibolizing the Hell's 
Angels’ way of life. In the corner of the 
‘middle room, a female German Shepherd 
gave suck to a litter of healthy pups. 
“They're good dogs," Sandy ssid. “We 
raise them ourselves.”” Sandy and 1 and 
another Angel sat down in the front 
room, and Sandy gave me a copy of a 
Poster advertising the Hell's Angels con. 
cert which will have taken place at the 
Academy of Music on Saturday night by 
the time you read this, featuring’ the 
Grateful Dead, Bo Diddley and® Ele. 
phant’s Memory. The poster is a striking 
number done in sort of loud pink-orange 
color and featuring three day-glo dull. 
4nd the inscription @ fixture cast of a dis. 
tant past 
“That's what we ate,” Sandy said 
“The skulls you see symbolize the Hell's 
Angels’ togetherness, because, you know. 


fear that the elitist feels or the panic in 
the craw of the board of directors at 
‘banks and insurance companies, there is a 
comparable glee in the hopes and aspira- 
tions of the so-called common man. 


BACKGROUND 

In 1964 Wallace entered three Demo- 
cratic primaries and won none. In 1968 
he broke the balls of the main parties 
with his third party campaign. In 1972 he 
shattered the big money hoys with his 
gamering of 42% of the vote in Florida, 
From backroom erapshooter to big stakes 
‘combattant was the result. Wallace made 
the front page of both Newsweek and 
Time last week and by being the subject 
of this column in ACE he gets the ulti- 
mate recognition. But his future is even 
more promising as he plans to enter 13 
more primaries. U.A.W. President Leon- 
ard Woodstock, 3 Muskie supporter, pre_ 
diets that Wallace will probably win the 
Michigan primary on May 16th. In Wis- 
© is expected 10 triple his vote of 
1968 “and in Indiana, the Democratic 
State Chairman prophesies that Wallace is 
the leader at this moment. The Maryland 


AMERICA 


We're all gonna be together when we die.” 
I glanced over’ scrapbook of news 
paper clippings: and other memorabilia 
‘On one page there was 2 piece of paper 
with an imprint of blood from the fresh 
tattoo of a new Angel. Written in ink 
Were the inscriptions “Hell's Angels for. 
Sever” and “When you know it, there is no 
_Boubt.” 
“Se-We want people to know the truth,” 
‘Sandy said. “The Hell’s Angels care about 
the truth. We,care about honor and dig- 
nity. We don''eare who we fight as long 
as we're right. 

‘We began discussing the bust. The An- 

sels contend that it was nothing but a 
continuation of a grodge between the 
13th precinct and themselves which be- 
gan in the early part of February when 
fwo°plainclothes cops came around, off 
ity, to take up a small matter with one 
Of the Angels. The plainclothesmen were 
Part of the First Detective Squad, which 
48 housed in the 13th precinet, and which 
ordinarily has no dealings with the An 
sels. The other Ange] in the room gave 
me the rundown, 

“A-Hell’s Angel gor into 3 fight wich 
some guys in the Clam Bar on 30th 
Street. Five men fought the Angel, and 
the Angel got beat. But later, Howie 
[Howie Weisbrod, another Angel] was 
setting into the earoutside, and these de. 
lectives came over’ and isid they were 
friends of the owner of the place. Howie 
said he didn't know anything about the 
fight. Later that evening, we heard a com. 
motion in the hallway, and those two 
cops were down there trying to grab 
Howie. We didn’t know whe they were 
They didn’t give us any identification or 
anything, so we took their guns from 
them and fucked them up. They told us 


Primary on May 16th finds Wallace the 
Predicted victor. His natural strength is 
the South of course and here Georgie 
should walk away with the primaries in 
his home state of Alabama and North 
Carolina while the border state election 
On May 4th in Tennessee should also see 
Wallace win a solid victory and increase 
his 34% vote in the "68 primary to a prob. 
able 60%, 

Last issue I predicted that Muskie 
Would win the nomination and Jackson 
would be the Vice-President. I stil hold 
to this theory in that if conventions were 
responsive 10 the public will, Humphrey 
would not have been the Democratic can. 
didate in °68 and Wallace would be the 
candidate in"72_ But the system is so cor. 
Tupt that Wallace will not get a shot at 


time, to insure that Jackson be Musiie’s 
Tuning mate and that the Democratic 
Platform be obscured by the busing issue 
and other pet issues of Wallace 


You read this column not for facts but 
conclusions. Like all readers of print you 
are lazy. If that were not the case you 
Would be reading the raw data of the 
Congressional Record or statistics in the 
New York Times Almanac. What you 
want is that I should assimilate all the 
data and spew forth pat answers. Being a 
fascist at heart, this type of power ap- 
Beals to me and so for the rest of this 
Piece of trite, you need to nothing more 
than assimilate my words and make them 
yours. Say you “thought and now think 
that blah... blah. blah,” when in 
reality you will only be spewing forth my 
Words. But plagiarism is your game and 
bullshit is mine, so. that a marriage of 
needs is not only possible but consum- 


they were police officers, but they didn't 
have anything to prove it. They didn't 
have @ warrant. We flagged down 3 car 
from the Ninth Precinct and told them 
What happened, and they took them 
away.” 

He pointed out 2 newspaper clipping 
iit the scrapbook. It was dated February 
Uith of this year, and said that the two 
police officers, Charley Frissins and Wik 
liam O'Rourke. were both hospitalized, 
Frissina with 35 stitches in his head. The 
Rewspapers said the Angels had mistaken 
the cops for memb 


of a rival gang, 
“That's bullshit.” Sandy= said. “We 
didn't mistake them for no fival gang. 


They just came in her 


looking for trou- 


Ble. and they got it. We fotind our who 
th They were the guys who 
stopped Howie-outside the bar. One of 


them is the cousin Of the owner of the 


down here for potice 
Work. This was private. They wanted to 
selile a score with a Hell's Angel.™ 

“A bunch of cops from the 13th exme 
Back later,” the other Anget continued. 
y asked for me and Howie and 
Sandy, then Jenkins came down too look= 
ing for Howie. He said we'll break every 
door down. They ended up om the 6th 
Moor. Howie was taken to the precinct 
and arrested, 

I looked at the 


place. They weren't 


pings again. They 


said that Howie Weisbrod, 23, had been 
charged with second-degree asault and 
Possession of 3 dangerous instrument. 
Bail was $25,000. He was eventually re- 
leased, and trial is pending. 

“That dangerous instrument was a 
Baseball bat,” Sandy said, “which they 
didn’t find until the next day when they 
same back to look for it. | mean, what is 


‘continued on page 22) 


mated. So read on” and find out exactly 
what I/you think 
Gov. Wallace is a good guy. Misunder- 


stood by most. Intolerantly viewed by 
others. Simplistic to most undergraduates 
and pretenders to knowledge but a real 
underground hero nonetheless. In taking 
‘on the approved postures of the politicos 
he has redefined issues and made the 
hypocrites like Kennedy, Humphrey, 
Muskie and McGovern quake in their de. 
crits. 

The only honest dialogue has been be- 
tween John Lindsay and Wallace. Both of 
these guys are not really honest but for 
Politicians they are at least attempting a 
facade of honesty. They are clashing head 
On into the issues of 3 government that 
feels it must move its massive ass in order 
{0 insure that some social good is accom. 
Plished and the worries of the individual 
who fears that his needs are rushed 
tinder the tractor tracks of programmed 
masierplans are allayed. The old issue of 
the “common good” versus the individual 
Want Js generally only discussed in college 
seminars and civics classes. For the first 
time in many years they are being verbal- 
ed im the arena of public debate and 
thetorical shrillness. But, at least they are 
ut in the open. 


SUBSTANCE 

V have taken the words of Wallace seri- 
Ously and not dismissed him with the 
usual “racist” label To hell with the 
labels. Let’s see what, if anything, the 
Governor has done in his home state 

He has fought the big utilities on their 
exorbitant attempts at rate increases. He 
has built three new medical schools, four. 
teen new junior colleges and fifteen new 
trade schools. He h 


ned a very tough 
feuntinued om page 22) 
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By Faye Levine 

Last week a small chunk of Manhattan 
slipped behind the great wall, as a sleazy- 
modem midtown Motor Inn became the 
embassy and U.N. Mission of the People’s 
Republic of China 

The building squats bleak and rectan- 
gular on a busy block: a few yards from 
Broadway, on 66th, across the street 
from the Juilliard School and the rest of 
Lincoln Center, along bus route 7. 

One hundred-thirty windows face the 
street. The Chinese, who up to now occu- 
pied 78 rooms at the Hotel Roosevelt 
have moved into the 260 rooms of the 
former Lincoln Square Motor Inn. The 
exgeneral manager of the place thinks 
th be 400 of them. But with two 
eds and 2 cot in each room, the 
Motor Inn’s capacity is actually 1300. “1 
doubt there'll be that many,” surmises 
the exmanager (now ousted, like’ all 
Americans), “but they've obviously come 
to stay 

What do they think? What do they 
feel? These short, trim men in dark Mao 
jackets, about New York? Amei 


“What do You my Chea, 


the physical surroundings. Seven or ten 
Chinese were sitting in the lobby last 
week making some final arrangements, 
not betraying on their faces whether they 
Would replace the grotesque lobby 
chandelier with a lantern or scrape the 
fake fruit and leaves off the restaurant 
walls with progressive fervor. 

“Are You going to redecorate’ 
asked. 

‘The man who answered me had a face 
| immediately loved: totally rice-paper 
stinkled, no room for one more crinkle, 
itonic sympathetic amazed smile. 

“Yes, probably,” he said 

The Polish cop hanging around us 
(who later said this Chinese man was “the 

3 honcho”) immediately joined 


number 3 
in, elaborating on the badness of the 
hotel furniture, as the Chinese man 
smiled and laughed and nodded -. Until 
the cop said tH stuff was “cheap.”* 

You know the style—leather-plastic 
black sofus, spatter asphalt tile, puffy red 
Plastic and wood chaits and some Lincoln 
Center pop posters. And of course eleva- 
tors, telephones, a kitchen, a swimming 


honcho. 

Perhaps he was thinking of the 5 or 6 
oF 8 million in cash the People had laid 
out for these digs. Or pethaps of his 
friend’s argument with a West Village 
‘merchant who wanted to collect $12.71 
for a calendar watch that was clearly 
marked $11.95, and tried to con them all 
into falling for something called “tax.” 

The matter passed. Economics and 
emotion receded 

The Chinese man waited patiently for 
me to finish my questions; | interpreted 
his silences as requests for further elabo- 
ration. I stammered on endlessly. He 
mostly smiled, laughed or said “I don't 
know,” 

("They only speak on orders.” said the 
ex-manager. “But they're not professional 
sourpusses like the Russians.) 

The Chinese refused « Marlboro from 
the cop, but no, he said, he did smoke. 

He said “no,” there would be no chil. 
dren here. though the Times has men- 
tioned children of staff members. The 
only Chinese women who had been seen 
at the Motor Inn as of last week were two 


cooks and bellboys have left, no one but 
Chou Nan and his compatriots will be 
able to say what the new social structure 
‘here will be like 

“There's room for them to set up a 
laundry in the garage,” surmised the 
‘ex-manager. 

Has their travel been ed by 
American authorities? “No,” said my 
Chinese man, but they hadn't seen much, 
nevertheless, since they'd been “very 
busy.” He gestured with his hands to sug- 
gest quick rides in Mercury sedans from 
hotel to U.N. He only laughed and smiled 
at the question of where he'd like to go, 
what he was interested in, as at most 
questions; but to the cop’s “Have you 
heard of Coney Island?” he replied “yes.” 

They all laughed at the cop’s mention 
of ping pong~One seemed to. call the 
other's attention to a passing black man, 
Then they went away. 

There is talk among the policemen of 
bricking up the Motor Inn's glass facade. 
Bur all the 20th precinct cops on duty 
seem pretty happy to have the Chinese 
embassy on their beat—they already have 


ultimate defeat of capitalism? Malraux? pool, air conditioning ine checked out the switchboard. Since the Russian, and the Rustans give thera 
INS not easy to find out. Let's start with “Cheapf??l!!” repeated the number3 te tae American cleaning ladies and vodka on Christmas 


7 Newspaper news and... 


By AJ. Weberman 
Back in 1970 a group of courageous freaks, known 
as the NEW YEARS GANG, wreaked havoc upon the 
‘mass-murder machinery in Madison, Wisc- Theit ecology 
campaign wiped out an army installation, bombed a 
munitions plant with a Cessna they ripped off from a 
Jocal airport (unfortunately, the bombs failed to deto- 
nate) and finally on August 24, 1970 they blew away 
the University of Wisconsin Atmy Math Building in 
‘Madison. The 4-a.m. blast unexpectedly killed 2 physi- 
cist who was working late (although warning had been 
phoned in but ignored) and caused $5 million in 
Samage. 
The FBI thinks they've found one of the gang mem- 
bers in Toronto, He's Karl Armstrong and was on the 
Ten Most Wanted List. The government is now trying 
to extradite him back to America to stand trial. Many 
feel that Karl couldn’t receive fair trial in America 
since a defense of opposing criminal war tesearch. etc. 
—“A Nuremburg Defense”—would be thrown out 
court and not only that, Karl is x political refugee an 
deserves asylum in Canada. If you're interested in help- 
ing him, write: aii or send $ to: INTERNATIONAL 
COMMITTEE TO FREE KARLETON ARMSTRONG, 
POB 706, Madison, Wisc. 
‘Women in NYC have formed an anti-rave squad and are 
collecting info on rape to further a political program 
‘against it. Contact Women’s Center, 36 W. 22nd St., 
691-1860 ... A reliable source in the biz claims that 
‘music pig mouthpiece Nat Weiss negotiated the terms 
of JAMES TAYLOR'S contact so tha the long-haired 
cracker would get paid in Kinney Corp. stock ..- 
JOHN AND YOKO have offically cancelled their Rock 
Liberation Front political prisoner benefit tous and are 
in the midst of hassling with the gov't over visa prob- 
Jems. If John gets deported the RLF is gonna act: We'd 
support almost anyone against this genocidal re- 
gime.... Social satirist and heirapparent to Lenny 
Bruce, UNCLE DIRTY, wasall set to do a half-hour on 
the David Frost Show, but was barred when he de- 
manded to be allowed to wear a sign on his forehead 
saying “Edited for Television” .. MUSICIANS WHO 


WONT BOW DOWN TO GENOCIDE: Larry Estridge 
first blew my mind with his adaptation of the Dylan 
song “Let Me Die in My Footsteps” (a tape he did for 
WBAl). Then I heard him play up at the Stonybrook 
Conference and finally at a recent ACE party. Larry's 
hhard-driving guitar complements his lyrics which reflect 
the pain a lot of us are feeling ‘cause of all the unfeel- 
ing around us. To call him “the new Dylan” would 
gly be an insult. Larry will be playing at some of the 
“happenings” lined up for this spring and summer .. 
Although Vanguard recording artist MARC JOHNSON 
doesn't write political songs, the RLF supports him 
nonetheless. This is ‘cause Marc" realizes that his ulti- 
mate goal is not merchandising his talent, but rather 
using it to help others. Finding that professional man. 
agement scorned this sort of thing, Marc has engaged 
the services of Long Island RLF organizer RON 
SKOLER as a manager and can be contacted through 
him at (516) HU 7-2159___ JOHN-KAY, formerly of 
‘Steppenwolf, recently had a press party on the observa- 
tion deck of the Empire State Building which turned 
out to be a real drag. The caterers were stone straight 
and had a “guard” watching the food and dishing out 
the wine one glass at a time. In the middle of the 
event,” a guy in a gorilla costume waddled in, bring. 
ing back memories of the first urban guerrilla KING 
KONG. What hype. I've enjoyed John’s music and ly. 
tics immensely when he played in Steppenwolf and 
hope he starts living up to them . 
MARIE recently announced on NYC breakfast TV that 
she's no longer gonna rap about the plight of the Amer. 
ican Indians since it never did any good. (What 2 1. 
tionalization!) She also says that groupies serve an im. 
Portant function for rock stars and wishes there were 
male groupies who'd follow her around. But Buffy 
hasn't totally forgotten her people—she still flies Mo 
hawk Airlines occasionally (“I'm boycotting them, 
every time I take one of their flights I get scalped.”).- 
Bob Dylan is reportedly vacationing with his farnily 
in Arizons—what I want to know is Vacationing from 
what? 
‘The continuing story of RLF 


uth contingent mem- 


‘Abbie will never be able fo uy NBC” 


CHEWING GUM 


By Alex Bennett 


‘STRAUS COMES OUT OF HIS CLOSET 
We knew you had chutzpah all the time, Peter, it's 
just a little slow in coming. Peter Straus (first name R.) 
who booted me out of his radio station, WMCA, a year 
ago at this time, finally did something that took guts, 
and { for one have to take my hat off to him (or should 
1 say the battle helmet). Speaking before the House 
‘Subcommittee on Foreign Affairs and Government In- 
formation, he asked that they make known their black- 
list of names of people who they will not give broad- 
casting licenses. It seems that those famous litte lists 
Which exist in all parts of the government have found 
their way into the body that controls our airwaves. 
‘What this means is if you are on the list, you have very 
little chance of getting one of the few precious alloca- 
tions left. Naturally the FCC must get the list from 
somewhere and it is suspected that the list must be one 
made up by those favorite pig groups, the FBI (Federal 
Broadcasting Inhibitors) and the CIA (Communication 
Investigation Association). Oh well, I guess that means 
that Abbie will never be able to buy NBC. Speaking of 
WMCA, it has been a year since R. Peter made me a 
momentary culture hero and in spite of what has to be 
some really dull talk programming, there are still a few 
people doing a good job there deserving your support 
Fred Gale, 1-4 weekdays, who has never given up the 
radical ship and Malachy McCourt, 7-10 Saturdays and 
to 11 on Sundays, who is the most fighting fucking 
Irishman I've ever met. Steve Powers, who does the 
new show “Line-Up” from 4-7 weekdays, dishes it out 
pretty well too. As for the rest, Bob Grant is still the 
tasteless fascist he's always been, Leon Lewis is still 
stealing my bits, Jack Spector still doesn't know the 
first thing about spofts, Joanne Ginsburg (who was 
Straus’ answer to me) is starting to find out who Phil 
Ochs is and really sucks, and Barry Gray keeps going 
down the road to obscurity and would look more at 
home getting stuck in a tar pit somewhere than on the 
nidio, 


* VIDDY VARIETIES 
been told that Geraldo Rivera (Eyewitness 
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News" token Puerto Rican) is half Jewish, could this 
‘mean that Melba Tolliver is half WASP. Of course not, 
but all the same /e is still the best of the TV reporters 
in town... The CBS movie just beat out Carson, not 
by much, but enough to call it a real win. Meanwhile, 
the Cavett show is in trouble up to its ears. The long. 
time disector of the show has been offed and replaced 
by some dude from Channel 5 who so far hasn't been 
3 good as the old one. More than that, Cavett’s ratings 
are abominable since the advent of CBS’s movie and it 
has been reported elsewhere that ABC approached Jack 
Paar who tumed down the job, so they must be look~ 
ing, Meanwhile it is rumored that Cavett doesn’t want 
the show any more and would like out to be a movie 
star. Doesn't he know that if he doesn't make it with 
this show, it's the end of the road? . _. Underground 
television-mmay soon be a reality for the flower folk of 
Frisco {I've come from there so I can call it that). 
KEMO, 2 UHF station, will soon embark on the road 
toward counter programming. It is owned by Lee 
Crosby who used to own KMPX out there, which was 
the first free-form station in the country. Seems how- 
ever that Crosby was the object of the famous KMPX 
strike years ago, but maybe has gotten a bit more hip. 
TIL give him the benefit of the doubt and wish him 
luck. Now what about New York? ... Merv Griffin's 
new show sucks just like the old one and Frost looks 
just as idiotic at a late hour as he did at an earlier one. 
bring back those Bogart movies... “The Sist State™ 
on Channel 13 promises to be great television as soon 
as they can get it together. The original concept was 
better than What came out, but there is still hope that 
it will eventually get down to what it set out to do. It 
has magic moments, but it still needs to settle a bit 
more. I suppose what it needs is more vitality. 


TRUCKIN’ TV LISTINGS 
60 Minutes, great TV with Mike Wallace and Morley 
Safer, Sundays at 6 on 2_.. “Sist State,” not together 
but still your best news source, Weekdays at 10 on 
13... “Sanford and Son,” I don’t know how the 
brothers feel, but I like it, Fridays at 8 on 4... The 
{ree access channel on cable has the video freaks romp- 


ber Krazy Mike: after recently being charg 
ing his mother, Krazy was committed to G ward of 
‘Kings County Mental Hospital for Observation. He got 
ut on a writ of habeas corpus the next week by con- 
incing a Supreme Court Judge he was sane. Mike was 
remanded to Jennings Hall, 2 home for “abandoned 
boys” He coulda’t make that scene so he escaped— 
hoping his mother-would have regained HER sanity 
(the reason he was charged with rape was ‘cause he had 
resisted a beating), he returned home. Once again his 
mother flipped and Mike had to go into hiding to re- 
tain his freedom... Workers in Nathan's shit-food 
Restaurant on 6th Ave. & 8th St. are on strike for 
higher wa 
Remember the hassle between the staff and manage- 
ment of Pacifica Station in Houston, Texas, KPFA? 
Since Steve the schmuck Post did most of the report- 
ing, we never really got the lowdown here in the Ci 
until JEFF SHERO, KPFA staff member, came to 
town. According to the former editor of Rat and co- 
founder of THE RAG (Austin’s underground paper), 
this is what happened. He had program on the station 
and everything was grooving along fine until he fit a 
“hijackers profile” at a local sirport. Using this as a 
Pretext to violate his constitutional rights, the pigs 
searched him and busted him for A. phony I.D. felonies 
(Still in court). The management fired him and the 
Workers walked out in protest. He was finally re- 
hired . . . Alex Bennett's statement that WBAI should 
have tumed over the tapes the cops wanted to use as 
evidence against our brothers in the tombs concentra- 
tion camp because it was unfair to discriminate against 
the police is sheer BULLSHIT. Should a pot dealer sell 
fo natk for fear of discriminating against him? Alex 
Pretty much stands alone at the ACE in this opin- 
jon... The Miami Police have put up 2 wire fence 
around the conyention hall (with small spikes on top of 
it)... I'm in Washington Square Park every Sunday 
selling ACEs and rapping... Info on RLF: POB 340, 
CANAL ST. STA:, NYC 10013; also reprints of my 
writing for contribution... ZIPPIE INFO call CHAD- 


888.0. Want me a 1? Call 
477-6243 ___ See youse in ? w 
ing to their hearts delight every ev “Thriller 


Theatre,” the best library in town of those old Unive 
sal monster numbers, Weekdays at 4:30 on 9... “Mas- 
erpiece Theatre” and “Film Odyssey,” the best TV. 
hhas to offer, various times with repeats on channels 13 
and 31 


RUBIN IN DOUGLASLAND 

“Where else but in America could you say the things 
you do on television?” asked Mike Douglas to his un- 
welcomed guest (“I don't like him but here he is anly- 
way") Jerry Rubin. No sooner had he said that than 
Jerry got bleeped for saying “We ran a pig for President 
and he was elected.” This new and fresh approach to 
freedom was only minimal compared to the fact that 
‘most of the country didn’t even get to see the Rubin 
segment. Most of the stations that pick up the Doublas 
show do not pick up the entire 90 minutes. They buy 
what is called the 60-minuie package which dumps out 
after an hour of the show. Rubin and for that matter 
Bobby Seale were slotted in that last half hour and 
most cities didn’t even see what they had to say. You 
may have also noticed that one of Nixon’s “yes men™ 
was slotted on that same show in a segment that the 
Whole nation saw. Under the equal time provisions of 
the FCC I feel that Mr. Douglas and his whole scurvy 
grew should be taken to task. Where else but in 
America? 

GREAT BROADCASTERS IN HISTORY 

John Henry Faulk. A lot of you may be too young 
to remember him, I know that Lam. John was offed 
from CBS during the McCarthy era when he decided to 
work to clean up The American Federation of Radio 
Artists and get out the pro-McCarthy, Pro-Blacklist fac. 
tion headed up by ex-superman Bud Collyer. He man. 
aged to do it but not without making the list himself. 
While he won a 3-million-dollar libel judgment (the 
largest in American history) he has seen very little of it 
and is still out of the business and residing in Austin, 
Texas. John was a brave man, but there were others, 
Hot the least of which was Orson Bean (boy what 2 
change he has made). Hopefully we will never sce it 
happen again, but the entire industry should be com 
stantly on its toes to make sure that it doesn't 


By Jim Buckley 


Hi ICs 2:23 a.m. and I just got through winning big 
in my weekly poker game. I'm writing this column now 
in the morning I've got to go out and pay $7,000 
ie county clerk out in Mineola, Ll, New York 
because 


SCREW WINS! 
SCREW, The Sex Review, one of America’s largest 
underground papers, was charged with S1 counts of 
obscenity concerning a pedophilia ring which ran ads in 
SCREW. I was arrested along with Al Goldstein. Afier 
a year of parsnois, thinking that if “they” can pin this 
‘one on us, justice is doomed, our day in court finally | 
With the able assistance of Herald Fahringer 
Buffalo, the charges against the SCREW TWO 
dropped for lack of evidence. However, the cor- 
Poration was fined the seven thousand dollars, mainly | 
asa if gesture for William Cahn, the Nassau 
County District Attomey. It's a pretty steep fine, but 
when you're bargaining with your freedom it’s worth 
the hardship. For any other underground publisher, a 
fine of that size would have spelt financial disaster, but 
cause of friends who stood by us, we were able to 
dig up the money in the two days allotied to us. And 
smother round for Freedom of the Press goes by the 
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Wayside since none of the important questions were 
taised at the pre-trial conferences which decided our 
fate Both Al and I are free once again and the streets 
are safe for women and children 


AND SPEAKING OF WOMEN AND CHILDREN 
It seems they are the people newspaper editors refer 
fo whenever the question of “Crime in the Streets” is 
Brought up. Well, have you looked at your local news: 
Paper lately? I don’t know where you live, but I live in 
New York City, and the New York Post is one of our 
dailies. I picked up the Thursday, March 23, 1972 edi- 
tion this evening. The front page was devoted to the 
headline: “THALER GUILTY” referring to former 
State Senator Seymour R. Thaler, who was convicied 
of perjury and receiving and transporting stolen United 
States Treasury notes to the tune of some $800,000. 
Page two was devoted to the winning lottery numbers 
in New York, New Jersey and Connecticut. On page 
three there were stories about: how the Asst. Commis- 
mer of Rent and Maintenance, Charles S. Kee, tried 
to extort $1500 from a low-paid HDA worker; a police 
detective, Theodore Ratnoff, who was charged with 48 
counts of illegal eavesdropping, possession of eaves: 
roping devices, conspiracy to take a bribe, taking a 
bribe. grand larceny and petty larceny. This was in 
connection with the Knapp Commission and Xaviera 
Hollander, the infamous madame who spilled the beans 
during the televised hearings. His house was broken 
into by other cops and all his tapes were confiscated. 
Those tapes supposedly contained hooker sessions with 
some big political names. In the same article, the Post 
also referred to a murder charge against another cop. 
William Phillips. He was charged with murdering an 
18-year-old giel and her pimp. Sri on the same page, 1 
read that Retired Asst. Chief Police Inspector Thomas 
C. Renaghan was sentenced io four months in prison 
for contempt of a grand jury. He refused to answer 
questions about a conuption case. And still on the 
same page the Supreme Court of the US, decided it 
was OK to swear in front of another person and threw 
out the conviction of Johnny Wilson who got a year 
Jail for yelling “White son of a bitch, Il kill you,” 
during 2 demonstration in Atlanta, Georgia. And then 
in the back of the paper there was the latest shit sbout 
TTT ‘trying to bring down the Chilean goverment 
(wanna buy a used military-industrial complex, cheap?) 
What this lengthy summary is about is this: OK, it's 
an election year and a lot of this crap always comes up, 
but doesn’t there seem to be an explosion of “crime in 
the Seats... of Goverment? and corruption in the 
ranks of our wonderful “elected” public servants? And 
how come it’s not the underground bringing this to the 
surface? Why does it have to be the New York Post, 
the New York Daily News, the New York Times and 
other unsavory publications of the same genre? 


WHAT THIS COUNTRY NEEDS 
Is about a dozen Jack Andersons. Imagine if the 
underground had a whole network of Andersons and 
Committees to Investigate the FBI? And it’s possible, 
There are now enough disgruntled wage-camers work. 
ing within the government to feed such a network with 
2 continual flow of unwholesome information. I'm not 
the person to form such a network, but someone 
should—the time is ripe! 


NEW SHIT 

‘THE SUNDAY PAPER appeared as scheduled, and 
here’s a sundown of what it’s all about: The best thing 
3s the comics on the front page. A stroke of genius und 
should be a seller. especially in such a straight format— 
fullsize newspaper. The centerfold was mostly a waste 
‘of space, but that looks like it's being dropped in favor 
of more editorial copy. The packaging is good since 
they're going to reach the audience they're looking for, 
which is the freak population and the peripheral hip. 
sters and even some very straight types. It's off to a 
good start, Here's hoping they increase their news cov- 
erage on that big glorious page three, with the 18 pt. 
type. P.S.—Their layout is pretty shitty, but improving. 


WORDS AND MORE WORDS 
There’s 2 small company run out of a P.O. box in 


compensation for the publication of WORDS.” OK 
readers, zo to it! 


INK STUNK 
1 mentioned lest issue that INK was going the way 
of all unsuccessful publications—under. Just got this 
letter from London claiming INK had no more money, 
owed $20,000 and was about to fold. There was a 
‘meeting on March 13 t0 decide the fate of INK, and as 
of this writing their next course of action seems to be 
to" become a non-profit charitable organization. INK 
hhad been getting heavier and heavier into radical left 
polities, which I'm sure caused their readership t0 fall 
dangerously low, lost them advertising and sealed their 
doom. They'll probably continue to publish, like the 
East Village Other has, for another six months irregu- 
larly and irrelevantly. It's too bad, England needs a 
‘g00d underground publication 


f Greater New York 


New York (278, Cooper Station, NYC, NY 10003 
242-8447) and it’s called just that: Words. They've 
been sending stuff to SCREW for three years or so, and 
although SCREW doesn’t use much of it or pay much 
attention to it, the words keep pouring in. Lhave never 
met the man or woman who puts these words out, but 
he/she is one strange animal. If you're interested in 
receiving mail, write to the above p.o. box and estab- 
lish contact; maybe you'll get an article out of him/ 
her/it. Words has this one criterion for using what they 
send you: “Any publisher may obtain the rights to 
reprint the words by simply writing, asking for permis- 
sion to, and printing the copyright notice within the 
reprint, as it appears in our publications.” They don’t 
ask for any money, but at the same time claim “A 
contribution to the foundation is not to be reckoned as 


NEWSTALGIA 
‘That's the name of a curious periodical, or one-shot 
most likely. I's put out at 861 Broadway, NYC 10003 
by a Bob Richman. It's on very heavy glossy paper and 
sells for $1.00. The first issue I've seen contains a 75th 
Anniversary of Greater New York and includes maps, 
schematics, photos and diagrams of New York City a 
it was in 1898. Everything in the paper is picked up 
from old books and the like, but the back page con- 
tains an editorial endorsing Lindsay for President! And 
a plug for Issue No. 2 claims “You'll find something 
special about ‘Boss’ Tweed and the Forty Thieves and 
about the tragic days of the draft riots that almost 
brought New York to its knees.” I'm confused about 
recommending buying it, so I'll say, if you've got an 
‘extra buck, there are worse things you could spend it 
on, See you next issue. 
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LIVING LIKE THIS IN DICK-BUMP HOUSES, HEADS WILL ROLL, YOU CAN BELIEVE ME” 


“Not the answer but a direction” 


BOOKS OF THE ACE 


By David Walley 


Communes in the Counter Culture: Origins, Theories, 
Styles of Life, Keith Melville (Marrow Paperback Edi. 
tions, New York 1972) $245 
The most interesting phenomenon about “Counter 

Culture” is the plethora of books which have been un- 
leashed on the unwary public in the form of new s 
ology. Whenever 2 new social phenomenon pops out, 
there are always sociologists ready to analyze it to 
death. With the advent of the hippie phenomenon to 
book consciousness an equally amazing array of sociol- 
ogists, lettered and unletteted, have come to define, 
analyze and categorize the new experiences which 
psychedelic and social awareness have brought. If the 
underground press and its varioys organs weren't 
enough to explain to Mr. Jones what was happening, 
the neo academics have tried as valiantly. The appear- 
ance of Theodore Roszak’s Making of a Counter Cul: 
ture arid Charles Reich's Greening of America brought 
this level of scholarship to the parody’ level. (It is im- 
portant to note here that Reich's book became estab- 
lishment dogma precisely because it appeured in an es- 
tablishment publication, The New Yorker Magazine. If 
it had been submitted f0 any of the numerous counter- 
culture publications, it would have been rejected on 
sight because of its oversimplified/enthusiastic es- 
pousals of Consciousness III virtues. Reich’s recently 
celebrated Grateful Dead interview in Rolling Stone 
shows his embarrassingly boyish enthusiasm coming to 
the fore. In that way so many academic superstars 
hope to keep their youth at the expense of their ac- 
cumulated knowledge and expertise.) If anything, this 
generation needs responsible critics and guidance with. 
in the framework of its lifestyle, not converts without 
their accumulated knowledge. 

Books like Greening and Making only point up the 
real crisis which has hit academe. To keep students 
happy, professors and administrators have been going 
out of their way to make education a rewarding experi- 
ence providing “meaningful dialogue” and “commit- 
ment.” In short, they have been wooing students with- 


in the framework of their own ideology. What the re- 
formist academics fail to see is that wholesale capitula- 
tion to the newest fad in lifestyle is just as bad as 
wholesale reactionary maintenance of 19th century 
ideas of scholarship. Now there're courses for three 
credits on communal living, encouter seminars for a 
quick 4, or advanced naval contemplation work study 
programs... great. However, they all belie what edu 
tion is really about, teaching inerested students how to 
evaluate data and broaden the periphery of their own 
ignorance. Books on counter culture should do the 
same and don't 

Communes in the Counter Culture by Keith Mel- 
Ville, although it pays its proper respects to those aca- 
demic idols Peter Drucker, Charlie Reich and Theodore 
Roszak as well as the ineffable Kenneth Kenniston, is 
‘not the normal gratuitous bullshit which has taken the 
limelight in the publishing world. Melville vindicates 
the academic approach to this new phenomenon. It is 
thorough, timely, academically sound as well as skepti- 
cal and hopeful in one breath. Melville seeks to analyze 
the current and not-so-current search for alternatives in 
the post‘Sixty psychedelic/political expansion, in terms 
of this culture's own experiments in communal living 

For Melville, communes are another working out of 


Show biz is alive and well at the Improv . 


the alienation of the Sixties accelerated by the break 
down of the suburban ideal and ¢ 
this generation’s young people to be herded i 
mature death at the hands of world technological de 
worship. He presents for fe 
notated highly readable historical chronology of the his 
iy of the communal ideal from its origins in French 
and English millenarian and utopian philosophies of 
the Nineteenth Century. Then he briefly sketches its 
history in the United States in the last century cat: 
loguing the success and failure of the more celebrated 
experiments of the Owenites, Brooke Farm, Oneid 
communities before he goes into the sociology of the 
present-day experiments. He buttresses his findings with 
illuminating personal research from his travels in New 
Mexico and Oregon. In all, he has read and experi 
mented wisely and wel 
Mebville’s analysis of cou: 
more an implicit examination of counter cult 
He sees hope only because the situatio 
Jems are so desperate. The problem is th 
a viable alfernative to plastic cultureworship. F 
ville the commune is not the answer, but a di 
He skirts the messy sensationalist aspects o 
nomenon and goes to the roots of it in politics: a sort 
of beneficent anarchism, its religion: a grab bag of spi 
itualism, mysticism and primitive millenarest religios: 
ty, and its sociology: predominantly middle and upper 
middle class sensitivity. He sees no overriding ideologi- 
cal matrixes except that they are all reactions agains 
the American ideal (although of course, products of 
that mentality). The author, however, is more inter- 
ested in the fate of the ideas which communes are 
attempting to transmit than the communes themselves. 
The book's major strength is that it analyzes the 
phenomenon in terms of its ideological impact rather 
than the lifestyles themselves. He sees the paradoxes 
dearly: free Jove in an escentially monogamous social 
setup, the middle-class rebellion of it all, the search for 
onder when order is stigmatized, the problems of living 
in the human universe with human nature 
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By Pat Morris 

Despite the Living Theatre, street theatre and Off- 
Off-Brosdway, theatre hasn't really changed. Show biz 
still appeals to a lot of young actors—the bright lights, 
fancy clubs, Brosdway musicals and applause. A lot of 
the most talented young people get their entry into the 
business via the IMPROVISATION CAFE, on 44th 
Street between 8th and 9th Avenues 

The Improy is a pleasant, salon-like restaurant in 
which almost anybody can get up for 2 few minutes 
and show what they can do. Most sing or do comedy 
routines. Although most of the singers are eminently 
forgettable, one Liz Torres is fantastic. A Puerto Rican 
Liza Minelli, Liz uses her excellent voice, rather grwky 
body and well-developed facial muscles for maximum 
effect 

Although some very funny stand-up comics work at 
the Improv, including Robert Klein, who has moved up 
to the late night talk shows, and Jimmy. Walker, a 


Page 14, March 28, 1972 


‘Divides We Stand, appearing #1 the Tmovev 
young ex-radio engineer, the most interesting act is a 
group called Divided We Stand. The quartet use theatre 
techniques, comedy and improvisation to make a sort 
of existential nightclub act. Music and rhythm are the 
basis of their act. and in the course of an evening the 
members of the group may become mandolins, tubas 
and snap, crackle, popping Rice Krispies, as well as shy 
first-daters, Russian waiters and vending machines 

It’s ftard to see where 2 group like that can go. 
‘Young people don’t go to nightclubs; and their humor 
really doesn't-suit the average nightclub patron. John- 
ay Carson offered them 2 spot om his show, but only if 
they promised to add punchlines to their bits. Anyway, 
there are only so many variety shows on TV. 

It may be that Divided We Stand has chosen to do 
the right thing at the right time. While most of the 
other Improv performers will find themselves in the 
choruses of musicals and the Blue Rooms of Las Vegas. 


Divided We Stand will have a unique problem. They are 


talented, vital and offer a fresh view of the world. They 
are young, look young and think young. And yet their 
format makes it inevitable that they will be with more 
oor less middle-aged. average intelligence audiences. 

be rock groups should start touring with come- 
dy acts. Every once in a while it’s nice to have someone 
make you laugh, and anyway, it would be a shame if 
good old common vulgzr show business was forgotten 
in the stampede for relevance in theatre. Let's have 
some rows of cheesy chorus girls, some confetti, and 2 
production number in every Off-Broadway play. Let's 
have sing-along music and the Mantovani strings. After 
all, there's a broken nose for every light on Broadway, 
and it would be a shame to waste all that effort. 

But if you really can’t stomach all that, go up to the 
INPROVISATION CAFE. Some of the most talented 
People in New York are there, and you'll be able to see 
them in comfort, before they go off to the land of 
marquees and sequined gowns 


Life with Godfather 


By John Gabree 
A few months ago, in 2 piece on how much better 
cops’ press is than crooks’, I said, “Also, unlike the 
FBI, the Treasury Department and the L.A. Police De 
‘ooks don’t have an army of flacks approv- 
protecting their image.” True then, 
> more. When the Italian civil rights 
ame down on the producers of The Godfather, 
caved in on a lot more than just using Mafia 
ast judging by the evidence of the 
Puzo’s novel was no great shakes as 
had a lot of interesting things to say 
and about the Mafia as an ex- 
capitalism. Sicilians are the niggers of Italy 
nts were (and probably still are) the 
the major ethnic groups. It isn't 
Italians should have become crim: 
olutionary leaders spent part or all 
ws. The trouble with the Mafia is 
at there was anything wrong 
sm, adopting instead capitalist techniques 
the capitalist 


evaluation of human life, namely that it is expendable 
i it stands in the way of profits. Al Capone's famous 
Patriotic posturing makes sense if you realize that he 
really did believe in the system. 

Although some of it was in the book, very little of 
this socio-political observation gets in the film. Instead, 
it seems that every effort was made to make this scum 
not only palatable but attractive. Imagine Life Wick 
Father with father in charge of Murder, Inc. and-you 
have some idea of what the makers of this movie have 
achieved. Although most of the major roles are played 
by Italians (or at least enough to get the flavor), ethnic 
Peculiarities wre so flattened out that the characters 
seem more like bland WASPy TV villains than any 
wop you ever met. Despite its mega-budget and its 
superstars, The Godfather looks puny when compared 
to the insightful, funny movies like Made For Each 
Other (the latter is playing the nabes at the moment 
and if you're Jewish or Catholic—and who isn't—you 
should see it). 

The only time the screen really moves is during the 
murders which are gory and exciting and in general 
better acted than the rest of the movie. Most of it 


‘consists of carefully constructed shots that seck to set 
‘the action in time. Like Norman Rockwell paintings, 
the movie is meticulously correct but unreal looking. 
The violence is particularly upsetting not only because 
it is well done, but because it is gratuitous. This is not a 
study of men who kill with their hands, but of a family 
who have others do their dirty work. There is no rea- 
son, other than box office apparently, why the mur- 
ders shouldn't occur off-screen. Several of the deaths 
are choreographed in bizarre dances, and by the end of 
the movie the people around me were groaning notice- 
ably and closing their eyes whenever another garroting 
was promised. As I've said before, I see no reason why 
we should have to pay $3 for a bummer. 

The one thing that almost makes The Godfather 
Worth it is the acting of Al Pacino as the college-edu- 
cated son who eventually takes over as padrone. Off 
hand, [ can’t think of a job of acting in a big film this 
year that even comes close. Pacino moves from youth 
to middle age, from idealism to cynicism in a perfectly 
tumed performance. It's brilliant, but it's not enough 
to save the film. (It's really 2 pain to have to deal with 

Continued on page 20 


TERMINAL TERMITE 


By Jim Hoberman 
Stan Brakhage started making films in the mid 50's, 
Psychodramatic Jungian/surrealist works for several 
through to a total identification 
@ and the hand-held camera eye. His 
1e the most subjective ever made 
a student of myth he saw the events of his 
fas archetypal, Brakhage further stopped mak. 
‘ks altogether so as to concentrate solely 
films of this period (the 1960's) are al 


most all concerned with his experience of his wife and 
children and their house in the Rocky Mountains 

years of wilderness isolation, Brakhage re- 
turned to the world and its institutions, making a film 
out a Pits (Eyes) and one 
out of a week in Pittsburgh General Hospital (Deus 
Ex), His new one, The Act of Seeing With One's Own 


id Fstop chanj 


5, superimposi 
ents, lens distortions, film stock 


structural rhythms) which 


any interpretative sense. But the spectacle of an 
autopsy activated Brakhage’s automatic pilot. (Brak- 
hage shooting for hours each day with an empty cam- 
era/Brakhage knowing the specific color [wavelength] 
of a specific type neon light ray on Ektachrome ES 
tungsten film/Brakhage seeing his camera as an exten 
sion of his central nervous system.) 

The Act of Seeing With One's Own Eyes (about 40 
minutes) is a chronological assemblage (mostly in tight 
telephoto-creating a real tension at the edge of the 
frame) of Brakhage’s “respond-dance” to the stimula- 
tion provided by the life of the morgueactually an 
improvised solo organized only by the omission of 
weak footage. The film is obsessive and direct, highly 
musical and insanely sensual. Out of the filing cabinets 
come massive screen-flling unwashed and mostly old 
beaten up dead people, their fingers, nipples and test- 
cles tured royal blue. Performing a brain check, the 
attendants open up the skull with an electric buzz saw 
folding the face down to its chin. Afterwards it snaps 
back like a rubber mask with exactly the same expres 
sion. The green resifiant inch of fat between skin and 
insides when sliced apart reveals a power 
and a gleaming hoard of v 


(except for the clean white sheets that sometimes 
cover the stiffs), the environmental space vague, the 
morgue-workers themselves. disembodied fragments 
Whereas Eyes and Deus Ex are intercut occasionally 
with nafural phenomena so as to re-establish perspec 
tive, The Act of Seeing With One's Own Eyes is relent 
lessly absorbing in its own setting. 

Looking at human entrails scooped out and stashed 
in giant plastic baggies might make your own stomach 
self-aware even as the richness of color and texture 
gorge your eyes. The film pushes to the fimit Warhol's 
dictum (and Instamatic koan) “All is pretty” or Brak- 
hage’s “Imagine a world alive with incomprehensible 
objects and shimmering with an endless variety of 
movement and innumerable gradations of color.” 

(Most of Brakhage's work has been enshrined on 
Lafayette Street at the Anthology Film Archives and is 
projected monthly. I recommend the short Window 
Warer Baby Moving (birth of his first child, 1959), 
Sirius Remembered (the decomposition of his dog's 
body in the woods, 1959), Mochlight (a film made 
without a camera—mothwings and leaves between long 
strips of splicing tape, 1963), Blue Moses (a film about 

Continued on page 20 
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DEAD MAN’S HAND 


By PJ. O'Rourke 

Women’s Lib writing is wholesale heavy industry, 
tiss whole magazines devoted to itself and scores of 
columns in publications aplenty plus the free-lance 
market of fish on a Friday in Lent. A dungaree-clad 
lady needs only slide uptown with dirt beneath her 
rails and tell the Times, “Gloria said 1 should...” 
—JRAANG!!—that City Editor hits some big ted but- 
ton on his desk and it’s: 

“STOP THE PRESSES'! CLEAR ME THIRTY 
INCHES ON PAGE ONE!” While copy boys are sent 
for tea and typewriters and the entire feature room is 
vacated and sealed off so the next Susan B. Anthony 
can peck out in peace “Ironing and Orgasms on time 
for the Bulldog Edition. 

Or so it seems to us lacka-day boy purveyors of the 
written ware, limited as we are to the usual “We were 
all in this bar in Jersey . ..” and “Roller Derby is some 
stuff” sort of journalism to peddle and pack from one 


ight 


Publisher to the next. “Jeeze,” we think, “what a deal! 
Were I but bom woman or by some miracle, praise 
God, so transformed, would I not then gird loin and 
quill pen stout of heart to essay forth, a free-lance im- 
perious in the printed word?” 

Not to demean lady writers for there are those 
among us (and maybe well 2 fulsome 51%) who can 
bend an adjective with the best but, Mary Mother of 
God, the dreck that goes to press in the name of 
Women’s Lib. And the damn stufPs criticism-proof. 
‘You know what-all a fellow gets if he opens his mouth 
fon the subject and should a sister breathe a word of 
rebuke she’s branded an Auntie Mame or worse. 

‘Now I'm just an old country boy and so dumb I 
don’t know how much a whole mess of nines are so 
you can male-chauvinist-pig me into hog pen heaven if 
you like but I ain't against Women's Lib. I just want to 
know who let Jill Johnston out of the Willowbrook 
Poetry Workshop. 


DREAM STREET 


By D.A, Latimer 

The hero looked just like John Finnegan of the 
Bureau of Special Services, and behaved the way one 
secretly hopes Finnegan behaves. He was handsome, 
that is, he Was whiteheaded-trish, he was devil-may- 
care, and most of all, he was right on fop of it, baby! A 
private dick of some sort, with a snubnose Beretta just 
a kmuckle'sreach inside his skinny lapel; masterful 
operator of 4 customized white Sting Ray, which he 
tooled around San Francisco with all the reckless 
aplomb of a Roller Derby champ; a regular heller with 
the women, particularly with the sexy industrial spy 
‘who's trying to screw him out of his investigation: 

“You seem to have a lot of antique furniture in 
your apartment here, Mr. B—~." 

“Uh-huh.” bs 

“It's strange—you're such a modern sort of person...” 

“Well, what's modem? Modem is, say, twenty years 
at the most. Antique is so much older, it’s been around 
a lot longer, there's more of it: so it stands to reason 
there’s a lot more of it that’s good.” 

“Gee... I never thought of it rhat way, I guess, Mr. 


‘Gimme another draft.” This bartender’s taste in 
TY shows is enough to keep you sober the rest of your 
life. If it wasn't for the agreeable price of the beer 
there, I never would've gone into the place to begin 
with. It's a gloomy and disagreeable joint, this one, one 
of the slimiest dives uptown of Brooklyn; a long nar- 
row filthy sarcophagus of a cellar-tavern with faggy 
Elton John songs on the jukebox and a perpetually 
backed-up unisex toilet, serving for 30¢ a hit some vile 
yellow beer that converts {0 carbolic acid the second it 
‘touches your gastric juices. Until the evening of which 
I write, I used to drop in here once or twice a week to 
start a cheap drunk, and watch the immense color tele- 
vision that squats over the end of the bar. 

Not that the TV there ever broadcasts anything 
worth the tissue damage inflicted by its radiation. The 
bartender's tastes run to Perry Mason and Alfred Hitch- 
cock—though I swear once walked in midway through 
a Myron Florin accordian medley of Lawrence Welk 
favorites—and on this evening he was watching a who- 


dunit so American in every one of its elements that it 
offended even me! 

Clearly he is not the kind of bozo you ean chum up 
to and rap Mets with. on the off chance he'll cash you 
a check some time when you need a suds-fix real bad 
man. One look at his face discourages any attempt at 
anthropomorphizing this basilisk: a pug like a Punch 
doll, you could strike a light in the space Between his 
chin and his nose, and all the wrinkles droop straight 
down his face like Spanish moss from a dead cypress 
What mad scientist re-animated this deader after a 
vweek in the Bay? Not 2 speck of white in his eye, sir, 
it’s glistening red in both whites from hunching at the 
end of the bar glaring eight hours straight at shoot-'em- 
up on the big color screen. But withal, he can’t be 
older than 35. 

Funny thing about the place is, except for weekends 
there's never anybody there but the bartender. Not 
even the deflated price of lush can draw many folks 
into that hole, I guess. On this particular night it was 
just him and me at the bar, immobile, watching that 
atrocity on the screen, and "way in the back at one of 
the tables an octet of Black folk, four fellows and their 
dates, lushing beer by the pitcher and whooping it up. 
“Sheet! I'm gone kick you ass you don't behave, bro’.” 
CRASH! “Now look what you done, man, you go get 
us a rag and another glass.” “Raht own!” “You fuck 
youself.” Et cetera. A healthy crew of celebrants, obvi- 
ously. Celebrating what, though? Whatever it was, they 
certainly were happy about it, for the whodunit was 
hardly three commercials along before the volume of 
their celebrating was challenging the volume of the TV. 
which itself was set deliberately loud to carry over the 
occasional faggy Elton John tune that would eddy out 
of the jukebox. They got pretty loud indeed by the 
third commercial, which the bartender evidently seized 
as an opportunity to go back and shut them up. 

“And it makes sense to me,” the announcer was 
reasoning, “that if SHELL can develop the Oil Herder, 
then they must know how to produce better gasoline,” 
Sure, and it makes sense to me that if Idrive a pin into 
the arschole of this effigy of Richard Nixon, down in 
Washington the President will utter a groan of unspeak- 


‘A Jot of hard-hitting and cogent writing on woman- 
hood gets printed but it goes begging for comprehen- 
sion midst the deluge of suburban broads cashing in on 
feminism. And, just as bad, the work of women writers 
such as Kael, Crist, Sheehy, Sontag or our own Crystal, 
Crawford and Mortis is ignored as any statement on 
femininity because it doesn’t focus on the subject ex- 
clusively. All these women-always write as women— 
what would you expect them to write as? Trees and 
bushes?—even if they don’t take it upon themselves to 
make the gender of their birth their sole ethic and 
Titerary ethos. Gloria Steinem and Kate Millett aren’t 
writing about the onus of being a woman. They're writ- 
ing about the onus of being Gloria Steinem and Kate 
Millett—quite another matter. 

Personally, and speaking from the viewpoint of hav- 
ing machismo problems big 2s house, the two women 
writers who've gotten through to me about male chau- 
Vinism are Pauline Reage and Suzy of “Suzy Says.” 

Reage’s Story of O brought it right out front for all« 
to see, in the most universally comprehensible terms, 
what it means to be a woman. Not your most popular 
book in the lawn party and lib set because, I think. O 
leaves no room for self-pity. But to make some truth 
come clear, self-pity, all pity, must go. To really get 
down to the bone, the repulsion of shock and the coy 
attraction of the pathetic must be discarded. That's the 
lesson of the Joycean aesthetic, the lesson of tragic 
stasis—truth lies frozen between horror and pathos 

Story of O presents the masochistic situation of 
women via 2 profound sexual myth. And draws philo- 
sphical conclusions to the effect that the controlled 
untimately rules the controller in her acquiescence. 
Thus O asserts the free-will capacity of woman to 
shape the lousy predetermined situation she finds her- 
self in. The ability to accept the situation as truth 
necessarily preceeds the will and capacity to change it. 

Which has something to do with Suzy. 

I was reading Suzy every day in the News for a long 
time and I couldn't figure out why. What'd I care 
about Jackie, Liz and Dick? Onsnus 


able gratification. “Sheer! What vo 
‘me, man? What say. Jush’ 
better fixed for brights than 1 ou 


sometime on how these fucking commercials debase 
the very mental processes of the poor slob shith: 
who watch them all the time... “Who you think 
‘are? Who the hell you think you ARE. you whit 
shit cracker son-BITCH!” Crack! My! Over back at the 
table section one of the green hanging lamps was swing- 
ing wildly through the air. Undeineath it, scutilin 
backward with a quick crablike shuffle, was the bar- 
tender, arms raised defensively against the shoving of a 
tall black man, who had risen from the others and was 
sort of pressing the bartender back toward the bar 
“You don’t talk tono black man, you hear? You don’t 
tell no black man nothin’, Cracker!” And with a hefty 
shove, he propelied the bartender right up to the edge 
of the bar, where he reached around quickly and 
magicked a a billy-club from somewhere: 2 two-foot 
length of varnished oak, bevelled at the grip 

Was the black man given pause by this? No, with a 
scrape of chairs behind him his three companions 
Joined the argument, and he came straight on at the 
barkeep. “What's that? You got a stick, man? You 
gonna tell me somethin’ with that stick?” 

“Stay back!” There was a good deal of fear in this 
‘guy's voice. Scuttling further back behind the bar, in a 
half-crouch now, he held the club up before his face, as 
if to protect him from a blow, and gripped it at the top. 
and bottom ends, as if to protect him from a blow, and 
Bripped it at the top and bottom ends, as if more to 
keep it from being ripped away than to hit anybody 
With it. This guy was scared shitless. He was white as a 
Saltine eracker 

As a matter of fact, I was dimly beginning to sense 
peril myself, as the other three dudes from the party 
lined themselves up along the bar, one at either end 
and one in the middle, somewhat like a well-practiced 
football maneuver. Taking my coat from the back of 
my stool, I carefully dismounted and stepped back to 
the wall, for fear of being clubbed by the bartender if 
he should try a wild swing at the black guy bi 


‘March 


Tips for the prospective Kegler 


2 ES 
R. MELTZER’S 


WIDE WORLD OF SPORTS 


By R. Meltzer 


The guy who plays the dwarf wrestles in Scarecrow 
in a-Garden of Cucumbers is one helluva swell wrestler. 
He fights this guy in the picture and his name m the 
is Joe Buck—that’s the name of the guy in Mic 
night Cowboy. But 1 didn’t catch his real name but he 
re can wrestle up a storm and he'sure can act. As 2 
matter of fact he's the greatest acting athalete since 
Buster Crabbe. Buster was always a lot better:than 
Johnny Weissmuller in the thespian dept and this tom 
thumb of a cauliflower earer is even better still. In fact 
Td say without a moment's hesitation that HE'S THE 
GREATEST ACTOR WHO EVER-LIVED and he’s 3 
wrestler too! Put em together and he just might be the 
greatest person who ever popped out of a womb: 

The best thing he did in the picture was when he did 
as maastics ability too!) after Holly 
We iid she'd stay and room with his sis even 
tho his sis was shit. Another good time was when he 
d Holly if she wanted to go for a drink with him 
after he won the big fite but she said no on account of 
she had to move the next day. Proof that sportsmen 
drink even when they're in training—revealing all myths 
to the contrary to be hokum Also quite interesting is 
where she was staying before moving in with sis, The 
Chelsea. The last member of the sports community to 

© was Muhammad Ali several yrs ago 
Then he took her out on a double date with his 
and his manager's girl on a date to the docks 
d downtown New York. After the date he takes her 
back to the apartment and sez “Gee you're a sexy filly 

end the nite with ya huh?” She said an un- 
> and so he said “Well can I kiss ya good- 
she said “I wouldn't wanna spoil our grea! 
didn't get shit for his troubles. After she 
n he kissed the door and sadly put on his cow: 
hat and into the elevator, proof that wrestlers 


don’t always get laid. 


pictur 


could I 


qua 


Nothing beats bowling for sheer thrills and excite- 
ment. No matter where you bow! it’s bound to be 
well it's bound to be great. One such bowlerams is the 
Christopher Street off 7th Avenue and down- 
@ One near the stationery store). It's got at 
Jeast around 7 or 8 lanes, maybe even 10 or 1 and the 
employees are great. Experienced men of bowling is 
what they are, averaging 67.8 yrs of age each. They 
know how to fit you fora shoe and they know what 
you mean when you ask em for a new sheet to mark 
your scores down on. They also know that beer needs 
refrigeration in order to get cold. Ballantine is what 
they got but that's okay. if you drink 10 or 11 of them 
you won't notice the taste. Ballantine alé too and that 
tastes like rubber bands but rubber bands are some- 
times useful, like if you wanna hold some pencils to- 
gether in a bundle. 

Some tips for the prospective kegler. 1. use your 
better arm (ie. if you're lefi-handed don't use the 
right, dig?); 2. don’t aim for the Brooklyn side with 
your hook: 3. knock down as many pins as you can; 4, 
don’t cross the foul line; 5. observe bowler’s courtesy 
at all times: 6. never bowi more than humanly possible 
Many of these rules were made to be broken however, 
Particularly in the name of FUN, Jerry Flaherty was in 
from Jersey City for his weekly round of 10-pins and 
he broke every one of em! Almost got kicked out when 
he bowled in the wrong direction away from the pins 
and he almost got kicked out when he bowled up in 
the air and narrowly missed decapitation by an inch of 
his life. His average score? Nine (9). 


The results of the ugly sportsman contest have been 
rolling in. The leader so far- Ted Harris of the Minne- 
sota North Stars. 


The Knick-Trailblazers basket contest was short- 
ircuited en route to the New York TV fans. Seems 
somebody stepped on a wire and was electrocuted and 
they couldn't remove him witout pulling out the plug 
altogether. So they pulled it out and scraped up the 
charred corpse and sent it home to mama (his name 
was withheld upon request of his friend Bob) and by 
then it was too late to show the show to NYC but at 
least they were decent enough to call up channel 9 and 
tell em the score at half-time: Portland 63, New York 
31! Knicks are great ain't they! 


My scouts in Fla. tell me it’s in the cards for s White 


Kouwenhov 


“Tapping Ulan ticks.out the Wappings of the Fwanliee en the Thies Wom TW fo Times Sauave! 


Sox-Dakland A’s world series come October and T have 
to agree with them. 


With the Triple Crown almost upon us let’s consider 
this one important question: how come geldings don’t 
win t00 often? Answer: cause somebody cut off their 
balls! Mean. Cruel. Nasty. 


Incidentally, another great local bowler is Eric 
Bloom and he owns his own ball named Bernice. His 
average is in the high 110’s and he makes his home in 
‘Dix Hills. Long Island. In case you were wondering he’s 
better kniown as the lead singer of the Blue Oyster Cult 
and he wears leather rings. He just bought a hundred of 
em for $33 with studs on em and everything and he 
plans to give out one per concert until the supply is 
exhausted. Needless to say, he doesn’t wear any rings 
when he BOWLS. 


Alex Karras was on Johnny Carson the other PM. 
He wasn’ funny! 


Mickey Mantle is planning to return to the home of 
his beloved Yankees, New York, New York in the near 
future. His purpose is business but as always he'll be 
down at Stillman’s Gym teaching the kids how t0 
handle a bat. 1's too bad he never pitched during his 
major league career or he'd have been a pitcher. If he 
caught he'd have been a catcher. But as it was he was 
an outfielder which explains why he was never as popu- 
lar as Elston Howard or Moose Skowron. In fact they 
‘may not Jet him into the city next time he comes cause 
hhe was such a creep. 

But did you know winy he was such a dud for a very 
good reason? Yes, when he was age 6 he was shot in 
the pud in a gambling argument and he was never the 
same since. Lara Nyro, incidentally, is his number 1 
fan 


With Craig Wilson declared ineligible just before the 
SUNYAC meet, the New Paltz varsity swimming team, 
with just 7 swimmers and 2 divers, finished last in an 
li-team field this past weekend at the SUNYAC meet 
held at Buffalo State. The Hawks gained $8 team points 
mainly on these performances: Steve Morgan—fourth 
in diving: Dave Loeffles—tenth in the 500 yard free- 
style; Dave Loefflertenth in the 1650 yard freestyle: 


Dave Loeffler—tweifih in the 200 yard freestyle; Ken 
Bauer—sevenths in the 100 yard backstroke; Wayne Er- 
coline—ninth in the 200 yard breaststroke: Kevin Coth- 
ren—twelfth in the 200 yard breaststroke. Ercoline, 
Cothren, Rose and Terwilliger are graduating, The team 
and coaching situation for next year are unclear. No 
matter what happens you can be sure that New Paltz 
was well represented by the swim team. 


Madison Square Garden is the scene of the N.LT. 
championship game. So what. 


It was loads of fun to see senile cretin Adolph Rupp 
get his.ass handed to him in the last game of his dull 
career. The worthless Kentuckian from Kansas should 
of retired 40 yrs ago if not sooner. Dan Issel was the 
last decent player he had and even so his team looked 
like a bleached bedsheet in a bag of flour. Nowadays 
when there ain't one decent player on the entire squad 
and the only thing that holds em together is spit and 
discipline and they look like 8% x 1 pices of paper 
(white) in a pile of bunny rabbits. In other wds they're 
0 white you could sell em to a paint company. And 
the teum that beat em, Florida State, wes one hundred 
percent black, and they beatem BAD. 

Coach Rupp is rumored to be dying of the gout 
Well good riddance, Sparky! 


Lots of guys in the cage field happen to have Dolph 
in their name somewhere. Either in the first name or 
the second, such as Dolph Shayes and Jack Dolph 
Strange, isn’t it? 


Special congrats to the Boston Univ. hockey team 
which just won the NCAA puck title over a furious 
Cornell varsity 6. Congrats because every time some- 
thing hocky happens in Boston that means about « 
1000 fewer people at the next Boston Celtics home 
game and the Boston Celtics deserve no fans as long as 
Tommy Heinsohn is their coach. 


Mike Quarry is a punk, [4 like to see what his face 
looks like after he fights Gene Tunney. 


Watch for Donn Clendenon to hit at least 7 four- 
baggers for the Cardinals this 1972. And if he doesn't 
get 12 RBI's my name is dirt. You can count an it 
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By Richard Kostelanetz 


In my experience, a professional really becomes rad- 
ical when he tries to pursue his profession with integri- 
‘and courage: this is wiuat he knows and cares about, 
and he soon finds that many things must be changed. 


Paul Goodman, “The Black Flag of Anarchism” 


(1968) 


During the summer of 1970, I began to suffer in- 
creasingly from what I'll call professional distress, for 
not only had I been encountering the unusual trouble 
in getting contracts for my own new book-length proj- 
ects, but I could sense that one of them, already con- 
tracted, would not be published and that another pub- 
lisher was trying to induce me to break my outstanding 
contract with them. A survey of my writer-friends pro- 
duced evidence of similar misfortune and discourage- 
ment, if nota feeling of impending malaise, 

also found that my own function as a middleman 
between young writers and publishers was declining: 
for since my name has been among the few under- 
thirty non-popsters appearing variously and prolifically 
in print, aspiring writers assumed that I knew who 
‘might be open to their work and thus often sought out 
my advice on getting published. I was frequently able 
to help the best of them, always gratis, and several very 
fine and valuable books resulted from such connec- 
tions. However, by that deadly summer, I discovered 
that publishers were generally reluctant to contract 
anything by young and/or unknowns and that most of 
my prior editorial friends were no longer employed. 

T suppose that I could have retired with my own 
contracts, chortling over my personal good fortune 
amidst such growing depression. Since writers are 
vusually loners, they tend to take success or rejection 
personally, without realizing how general conditions af- 
fect their personal circumstances. However, for better 
‘and worse, I had always thought my own destiny was 
‘entwined with that of others—not only those of simi- 
larly avant-garde interests but also those contempo- 
raries who comprise “my” writing generation. 

‘Some of us thought, that summer, that the bad 


‘Dick nimeeit—sees hot water For svartx 
times would pass with the fall, when an expected in- 
‘Grease in book-sales would make publishers open their 
editorial doors; but when I discovered, that October, 
that such hopes were naive, and then suffered yet an- 
other episode of old-boy “white-collar mugging,” I de- 
cided that only by writing about such an incipiently 
terminal situation, exposing the general sources of 
trouble, could I instigate that escalation of collective 
consciousness pre requisite to necessary action. The as- 
sumption, which was reasonable, though perhaps naive, 
‘was that by making certain collective problems abso- 
lutely clear, we confront them more decisively, and 
reform would be more possible. 

It was my thesis, then as now, that intelligent, criti- 
cal, literary, imaginative writing could come to an end 
in this country not because nothing good was written 
—quite the contrary was true—or nothing good read, 
which was similarly untrue, but because the channels in 
the middle were so clogged and corrupted; and the 
book opened with a comprehensive description of the 
deleterious situation and an historical analysis of how 


it came about. Since my concem was the fortunes of 
the young and the new, my polemic was inevitably 
more radical, more pro-change, than anything previous 
ly written about American lilerature, and my congeni 
tal disinclination to withhold either punches or telling 
detail could only spike the brew. 

I drew up an outline which was so appropriate that 
the book practically wrote itself, and I've not revised 
its overall structure since. The opening chapters identi 
fy the forces of repression, documenting their corrup. 
tions and deceit in elaborate detail, and the last chap- 
ters champion, often with critical reservations, the po- 
tentially redemptive forces. 

By March of 1972, | think I can state that whether 
‘or not The End of Intelligent Writing can appear as 3 
book has become a major issue, as well as a crucial test 
of American publishing (and the reality of free speech 
in a commercial society behind that); and the continual 
support of sympathetic individuals has been nothing 
but gratifying The general situation has not, by any 
count, become more cordial since I began the book, as 
Jess than half a dozen young writers known to me have 
received book contracts since the beginning of 1970 
and certain contemporaries I once regarded as indomi 
table writers are voicing their discouragement. The re. 
sult of such blockage is de facto censorship, and the 
price that any minority group, whether black. young or 
“counter-culture,” pays for the absence of communica- 
tion isa loss of collective intelligence 

The air is filled with signs of generational devasta- 
tion—not only in writing but in academia and the 
trades—and most of us get angrier and angrier. More 
than one writer-friend speaks of escalating the level of 
Protest, preferably with reporters present, implicitly re- 
pudiating my original “liberal” assumption that putting 
our radical critique into print would be enough. The 
project needs editorial balls, no doubt, and they are 
becoming increasingly scarce in commercial publishing: 
but it remains my conviction that we can't give up and 
that for one thing, the book must appear in print, at 
once, if necessary changes are even to be considered 
and intelligent writing is to survive among us 


OR BURN 


By Joe Kane 


‘A Writers’ Liberation Front? 
Not exactly. The writers, reporters, editors and 
solipsists who showed up at the symposium at the Su- 
pemova Gallery last March 17 didn’t go quite that far. 
Instead, the meeting, entitled AN END TO INTELLI- 
GENT WRITING-A TRANSREAL AWAKENING, 
tured out to be a combination bitch session and 
healthy show of shred solitude, although a few people 
did offer suggestions on how to set up alternate chan- 
nels of print communication, calling for writers to put 
‘out more of their own publications, to set up their own 
distributing companies, and to end, in general, an out- 
moded dependency on the giant, oink-oriented corpo- 
rations who control most of the establishment press. 


“Intelligent writing. by which | mean anything 
Which is serious, which is not venal, not journalistic in 
4 newspaper sense, not trivial in an advertising sense— 
that intelligent writing is coming to an end, not be- 
cause none of it is written and not because readers for 
it don’t exist, but because the channels in the middle 
are getting so clogged and corrupted,” stated writer 
Richard Kostelanetz over radio station WRVR-FM, on 
the air plugging the abovementioned symposium held 
at the Supernova Gallery at 451 West Broadway. Sup- 
porting his contention that there’s a freeze on new 
‘writing and new writers in the fat-assed major publish- 
ing houses (they don’t really have fat asses, it’s just 
that they keep their wallets there), Kostelanetz’s own 
‘most recent book, called AN END TO INTELLIGENT 
WRITING, has been unable to find a publisher in the 
year-plus of its existence. Richard organized the 
symposium then to get writers together to exert pres- 
sure on the established media and to discuss the estab- 
lishment of alternate channels 


The ad for this event included a long list of tumi- 
naries, the likes of ACE's own Honest Bob Singer & 
PJ. O'Rourke, Stuart Byron and Ellen Frankfort of 
the Village Voice, Claudia Dreifus formerly of The East 
Village Other, Mike Perkins of SCREW, Mark Mirsky of 
Fiction, Tuli Kupferberg of the streets, and other nota. 
bles, Also mentioned on the roster of underground 
scribes was one Allen Katzman, ex-EVO editor current- 


ly occupying a prominent niche on a number of peo- 
ple’s shitlists for peddling a collection of EVO inter- 
views & pieces to Dial Press for 3 grand—without a cent 
going to the EVO writers whose work makes up the 
bbulk of the book. Katzman was excoriated in effigy by 
Claudia Dreifus (who's filing suit against him—see ACE 
No. 5) but Allen must have gotten a whiff of which 
‘way the wind was blowing, since he was nowhere in 
sight. 


Alll in all, it promised to be the greatest literary 
event to take place in fun city since the Ist Annual 
‘Smut-in held last June at the Morton St. Pier, where 
Latimer, a couple of the Holy Modal Rounders, and 
various smut industry wage-slaves regaled a small but 
largely disinterested gathering with livewire accounts of 
their sexist fantasies. Latimer, in fact, almost landed in 
the drink at pier's edge when a beflowered matron 
from the Morton St. Pier Committee took offense at 
the reading. WBAI taped the whole thing but their re 
porter admitted that by the time it was edited for air- 
play there would be so many bleeps on the tape that it 
would sound like an hour of electronic music. We can 
‘only hope that Ed Goodman had the good sense to 
cremate the tape. 


At any rate, AN END TO INTELLIGENT WRIT- 
ING-A TRANSREAL AWAKENING sounded like a 
good idea even if jt was to be funded by the New York 
State Council of the Arts (the same bunch of paunchy 
bureaucrats who turned down my application for 2 
grant to finance the writing of a sensitive study of my 
life), Even though my own name was inconspicuously 
absent from the list, I felt that I could of put aend to 
inteligint writing as good as the next person, if only I 
was choosed. But it tums out that the symposium was 
set up to promo‘e intelligent writing and that the possi 
ble passing of same was to be lamented, not applauded. 
Well, what the hell 


As the symposium got underway it became clear 
that alot of people had shown up mainly to voice their 
individual complaints. Kostelanctz himself pave a 
straightforward rap that stuck to his original radio mes- 
sage. although the idea about pressuring the straight 


media got less play since most of those assembled felt 
that writers shouldn't go sucking up to the Philistines 
for approval anyway. Stuart Byron gave a backstaze-at- 
the-Voice talk that bored some and Mike Perkins 
talked about the problems of the small publishing 
house, which bored others. Bill Whitehead, a young 
editor from Doubleday, gave a young editor rap with a 
false silver lining lodged somewhere in his verbal 
clouds, and his cry that young writers suffered from a 
“failure to find their audience” was really a comment 
about their lack of “saleability.” without which no fat. 
cat publisher is gonna give 2 damn about them. Poet 
Norman Pritchard, who coined the phrase “Transteal 
Awakening,” explained what he meant by that. He told 
2 parable that ended with “The reality is that we are all 
mysteries,” and that ended the first half of the evening. 


Most of the luminaries used-the intermission-where 
Pritchard and friends performed some Indian music as 
part of the ‘awakening” format—as a cover under which 
they made their escape, and the second half of the 
symposium really bogged down, with enough gripes 
and nonsequiturs issuing from the crowd to make it 
sound like the first meeting of a Hermits’ Collective. As 
‘one guy put it, “This should be called An End To 
Intelligent Speaking.” A self-confessed right-wing 
writer expressed the basic problem as being the fact 
that @ person couldn't rise from humble beginnings to 
the peak of literary fame & fortune anymore; some- 
body else threatened to kick another guy's ass if he 
didn’t Jet a third guy finish speaking; a little old lady 
complained that she couldn’t get her anthology of love 
poems published and handed out flyers for 2 poetry 
reading at Dr. Generosity’s. Although Kostelanetz him- 
self has a lot to say, the scene became increasingly 
unfocused as the night dragged on. But at least 2 few 
copies of the ACE were given out'and the bodega 
actoss the street from the Supernova sold 2 lot more 
beer than usual 


Speaking of beer, Canadian Ace Beer, the nightcap 
of champions, is also available at a deli on 24th St. & 
2nd Avenue, and at another place on 2nd at 11th St 
Canadian Ace goes for 99 cents a gallon—that's 64 oz 
and it tastes good too. 
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By David Reitman 


For Charlie Haden, the commitment to politics is as 
strong as the commitment to music i total. A few 
years azo, Charlie got to lead his own record for the 
first time, after years as the basy-player with Omette 
Coleman's monumental group, who revolutionized 
music years before “avante-garde” was 2 gleam in some 
press agent's eye. After helping to revolutionize music, 
there was nothing left for Charlie to do except to help 
revolutionize the world. Charlie's record, Liberation 
Music Orchestra (Impulse) politicized the’ music as it 
hadn't been in years. Much has been written of art and 
politics: some see an inevitable connection; some see 
in a world by itself. Whatever the outcome of the 
yne must realize that Haden had married the 
two in a totally logical and aesthetic way. The music 
on the record came from vafious sources: Haden him. 
ongs from the anarchist army of the Spanish Civil 
War, Omette and others. These musical morsels were 
arranged by Carla Bley and served up as sort of a run- 
ning commentary on revolutions, past and present, in 
intertwining musical and political stream of conscious- 
ness. The playing on the album was superb. Along with 
Haden and Bley were such notables as Don Cherry 
Gato Barbieri, Roswell Rudd, Perry Robinson and oth 
ex luminaries from the New York scene. For me, the 
highlight of the record was a Haden composition called 
Che," but neither Charlie Haden nor myself 
could have envisioned what trouble that composition 
would get him in at the hands of the Portuguese secret 


When Charlie found out recently that Orette’s 
group was to play in Portugal as part of a European 
tour sponsored by the Newport Jazz Festival (other 
participating musicians included Miles Davis and Dizzy 
Gillespie), he wanted to protest, but everyone had left 

\dy, so there was no one to complain to. Haden 
ined behind to be with his wife, who had just 

t Out of respect for Ornette, 

for the tour, but resolved that at 1 
would have to do or 


n Portugal, 


2 plan of action and told 
who agreed to back him up. His reasons for 
st were simply that Portugal, as a long-time 
hip under the rule of Salazar, had oppressed 
is own people for 50 years. In addition, it maintained 
colonies in Africa—Angola, Mozambique and Guinea 
in which it was systematically exploiting and extermin- 
ating black people (with CIA help, I might add) 

The setting for the Portuguese concert was the 
wealthy resort town of Cascais. Most of the tickets 
went for $8, which is 2 lot of bread in Portugal, so he 
knew many of the people there would be in sympathy 
with the government. There was also a large contingent 
of students and you ‘na rare opportunity 

American music. 

“I had 2 chance to be there for $ days before we 
plained. “That's one of the things that 
T really had to say something, because 1 
conditions without any toilets, 
er. It wasn't fit for animals 
hills outside Lisbon and in Lis- 
covered with these hovels 

It’s impossible to play for all good and honest peo- 
ple wherever you play. When you have to play in a 


dictatorship country, like Portugal or Spain, that's es- 
pecially true. So I knew I wouldn't be able to play for 
all good people and I wanted to tell the people there, 
who 1 knew were in sympathy with the policies of 
Portugal, how 1 felt about playing there and why I 
didn’t want to play there, so I dedicated one of my 


songs, that Ornette had been playing on the tour, 
called “Song for Che,’ I dedicated the song to the black 
ib movements of Mozambique, Angola and 


je time of the concert, all available seats were 
ne, so there was a large group of students standing in 
front of the stage. When Haden made his dedication, 
they cheered for a long time. At that point Charlie just 
to play the concert and get out of the country 
jossible. When they finished playing, Charlie 
was told that the police had called and had cancelled 
t of the festival, and that he had to leave the 
country immediately. He was also wamed to be careful 


hat night. Haden feared arrest or an attack by the 
right-wing student movement, who can perpetrate all 
kinds of violence, only to have the police show up “5 


minutes too late” 

The next morning he left for the airport, and while 
he was waiting to board the plane to London, a man 
came up to him and said, “Everything is changed now 


You have to go with those gentlemen standing over 
there.” Haden looked to where he was pointing and 
saw several plainclothesmen of the P.1-D-E., the Portu- 
guese “security police.” The following dialogue ensued: 

“What do you mean | have to go with them?" 

“They want to interview you.” 

I don’t understand what you mean.” 
Just take my word for it, you have to go with 
them.” 

“Where are they going?” 

“You'll see. Just go with them.” 

So Charlie Haden, musician, politician and Ameri 
can citizen, was taken away by the secret police. He 
was taken to PDE. headquarters in downtown Lis- 
bon and interrogated for 5 hours. He was held without 
charge, and no effort was made by the police 10 notify 
the American embassy. even after Haden insisted (they 
told him, “It's Sunday, the American embassy is 
closed.”) 

In fact, if Ornette Coleman and James Jordon, his 
manager, hadn't immediately contacted the embassy, a 
far worse fate would have befallen Charlie Haden. At 
st the ambassador was. belligerent ~he knew what 
Charlie had done and wasn't going to do anything. He 
was angry at Ometie for not knowing his name (was he 
familiar with the name of Ornette Coleman, one of the 
giants in the history of American music?). Finally 
after being threatened with bad press, or something, he 
sent the cultural attache to bail Charlie out. 

Meanwhile, back at Police Headquarters, Charlie. 
who at first thought he would be physically mistreated 
‘was resting easier, when the police did not strike him. 
They did ask him all kinds of dumb questions though 
—his mother's name, his father’s name, where he Was 
born. They falsely accused him of plotting against the 
government, of making inflamatory statements to the 
press. After all this failed, they tried some political 
indoctrination. They took out brochures of their Afri- 


er there people relaxing, it was all 
white people. Wherever there were people working, it 
They showed me these real beau- 


was all black pe 


Liful beaches with resort hotels and it was white peo 
ple. They told me, ‘Our black people have the same 
nights as Portuguese citizens. We don't like our black 
people to be mistreated in any way. The Black Libers- 
tion movements in our colonies are Killing our black 
People, just the same way they're killing our Portu- 
uese boys.” 

“And while I was in Lisbon, 1 saw black people 
imported from the Cape Verde Islands building 2 sub- 
way in downtown Lisbon for no pay at all, living in 
quarters outside of Lisbon with no toilets, no running 
water, no anything, on one meal a day!” 

Eventually the cultural attache arrived and Haden 
‘was ushered into a plush anteroom: 

“Hello, my name’s Jim." 

“Hi, 'm Charlie.” 

“I want you to know I'm from the American embas- 
sy; and the American embassy has done everything in 
its power for you. Is there anything else you would like 
for us to do?” 

“Yes. Just get me out of here.” 

So the next morning Charlie left Portugal and ce- 
turned home. He's done a lot of thinking since the 
incident and is glad he did what he did: 

“Being arrested and taken to the police station was 
‘one of the most terrifying moments of my whole life, 
bat I think if I had just not played, it would have only 
meant something to me 

“Once I was approached to play at the White House 
and I refused to play. and now that | think about it 1 
think maybe I should have gone down and played and 
said something 

‘Years of oppression have deadened the Portuguese 
people to any hope for change. But after the concert 
‘one of the members of the festival committee told 
Charlie privately, “What you did last night was’very 
good, in that it can spark ous people back to life. Its 
the first time anything like thar's been done here in 
years 

A stubborn refusil to compromise has made Charlie 
Haden a troublemaker. It has also made him 4 musician 
and 3 human being. 
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contitived from page 14) 

Communes in the Counter Culnure isn’t negative in 
its overview as much as itis thoughtful and detached. 
The author makes no promises, draws no great illumi- 
nations. His style and spproach to the phenomenon 
make it an accessible book to those who have been 
ceaselessly bombarded by the media-promoted aspects 
of communal living. For the student of social phenom- 
ena, Communes. in the Counter Culture offers an en- 
lightened and historically accurate picture of what is 
going on at the fringes of American culture. For the 
communard, it may give hope and reflection. Like 
most academic efforts it cautions moderation though it 
does not preclude further experimentation in this di- 
tection. For the suthor, the commune is the logical 
‘means for the disaffected to work out alternatives, pre- 
cisely because it offers a valuable laboratory for so- 
cial experimentation and growth which has been de- 
prived in this age of computer technology. 

For the initiate, Communes may be old hat, no 
doubt much of it has been rehashed before, but for 
those looking in, Cormmumes in the Counter Culture 
provides. the proper perspective which will hopefully 
further tolerance and understanding. It is hoped that 
his book will be read with that ides in mind, 


(continued from page 15) 
film with sound and an actor), The Songs (incandes- 
cent 8mm movies edited in the camera), the epics Dox 
‘Star Man (1964) and Scenes from Under Childhood 
(parts one and two), the 4%-hour The Art of Vision (in 
which Brakhage breaks down Dog Star Man's four lay- 
ers of super-impositions), Eyes and his new series of 
‘Sexual Meditations (also. 8mm 1 think). The cost of 
‘admission to the Film Anthology is back down to a 
dollar for everyone. 


Tokyo Story should be still playing at the New 
Yorker (B'way and 88th). Ozu would have made great 
¥D films. His static camera and measured pace raise 
fone’s consciousness of small sir movements in the 
frame and of composition in deep space (constant use 
of windows and doorways to frame background ac- 
tion). Tokyo Story is very much a post World War I 
film, reflecting Ozu’s preoccupation with the conflict 
between traditional and Western values. (This is visual- 
ly reinforced as the wandering eye discovers a Heinz 
catsup bottle in a Japanese kitchen.) Ozu has a reputa- 
tion as the most Japanese of Japanese directors, but 
actually is more accessible than Mizeguchi, Kurasawa, 
Oshima or Ichikawa in his depiction of the life of 
Japanese humans. The mood of the film is not unlike 
Kurasawa’s /kiru but less sentimental, 


Ee a eee) 
FLICKS 


(continued from page 15) 
gigantic multi-million-dottsr fishpiss in this space, but 
the way I figure it you haven't got all that many bucks 
to waste and if I don’t tell you that something being 
hyped is a piece of shit you'll go see it. There's not 
much sex in this one, so Wait and watch it on tele- 
vision.) 

Gumshoe is another story. It isn’t really a pisser—1 
just couldn't resist the pun—but it is anice little spoof 
‘on 40's detective flicks. Albert Finney plays Eddie Gin 
ley, @ third-rate night club comic who is Sam Spade in 
his fantasy life. Ginley pursues his fantasy by placing a 
classified offering his services as a private dick. This 
gets him embroiled in a complicated smuggling plot 
Providing him an opportunity for sleuthing and crack- 
ing-wise in about equal proportions. Dashiell Hammett- 
Raymond Chandler style heroes don’t quite make it 
these days, so Finney and company spoof the genre 
instead of trying to top it. But everything works so 
well-especially the acting of Finney and Billie White- 
law—that Gumshoe really comes off. One of the most 
effective elements of the film is Andrew Lloyd Web- 
ber’s music. His theatrical sense, already demonstrated 
in Jesus Christ Superstar, is even sharper here as he uses 
2 vatiely of traditional British styles to underscore the 
plot. In addition, the film has a high rock “a’ roll con- 
sciousness including. the: Buddy Holly jokes and Fin- 
ney’s humming “Who Put the Bomp in the Bomp Shu 
Bomp.” A funny movie. 

In.other news from the Rialto, don't forget Robert 
Nelson’s The Great Blondino and No-More at the Whit- 
ney; followed on April 6th by The Murder of Fred 
Hampton. DW. Griffith at the Elgin, followed on the 
6th by Bunuel’s L'Age d'Or, 2 masterpiece you 
shouldn't miss. There is a Japanese film series at the 
Cinema Village, 22 East 12th St., with some good pro- 


sams, but it seems sort of like a rip-off of the Bijou 
When there are so many other things we need more, 
like all French, all-contemporary, all-Third World and 
all-Eastern European houses. Wed. 3/29: Orson Welles’ 
The Trial, $1.. N.Y. Cultural Center, $ and 6 p.m. 
Pasolini’s The Gospel Acconding to St Matthew. free. 
Trinity Church, 5:15 and 8 p.m.; DeMille’s King of 
Kings, free, Madison Avenue Presbyterian Church, 7:30 
pam. Thuts, 3/30: The Trial (see Wed.). Fri. 3/31 

Capovilla's Propher of Hunger, $2., St. Clement's 
‘Church, 5 p.m. Independent Cinema of Canada, Film 
Forum, 256 West 88th Street, 3/31, 4/1, 2, 7,8, 9. The 
Olympia has the first New York festival of Cuban films 
through 4/2. Don't miss The Sorrow and the Pity at 
the Beekman. 


DEAD MANSHAND 


(continued from page 16) 
‘can’t even spell it. But there was something that I iked 
about her attitude, that Suzy. Then it dawned on me 
Sure, Suzy was interested in Jackie, Liz and Dick— 
because she hates their fucking guts. She hates those 
dreams that women are taught to dream about the 
Costa del Sol and Cote d’Azure like the Pope hates 
rubbers and, oh, she cuts so clean that if they don’t 
read it twice, they won't know they're bleeding. 


Joining that little group fat Jackie's table] 
later in the evening was Jones Harris. whose dar- 
ling wife, the former Heidi Vanderbilt, had, that 
very afternoon, given birth to a 7-pound boy 


‘Yeah, Harris, you fuck, not only do you live off 
your wife's money but you leave her in the agony of 
confinement to party with a woman who was once 
actually married to the late President John F. Kennedy 
and then had the nerve to take up with a foreign rob- 
ber baron old enough to be her father. Suzy says the 
rich are full of shit. She's speaking to the poor Bronx 
housewife with four kids whose idea of a big night out 
is Thursday bingo and she’s saying, “Lady, if you're 
fantasizing about the high life high jinx and high soci- 
ety savoir faire, then you ought to know that—politics 
and social consciousness aside and no liberal bleeding 
‘hearts in sight—these rich people are despicable and by 
‘your own standards.” 

‘Sure, sometimes Suzy's just pushing around the old 
Petty bourgeoise scam but she penetrates one illusion 
—the day dreaming about celebrity swells and betters— 
for women who think TiGrace Atkinson is a brand of 
imported hair spray. It got through to me, the poignan- 
‘¢y that Suzy’s one lesson is so necessary: I mean, isn’t 
Gloria Steinem nice and rich? 


DREAM STREET 
(continued from page 16) 
Who was now advancing behind the bar. 

“Don't you come behind the bar.” 

“Shit, man, how come you tell me not to come 
behind the bar?” Still coming. “You the Man here or 
something?” 

At this the bartender stopped retreating, a little 
starch back in his spine. “Yeah, I'm the Man here. I'm 
the Man.” 

The black guy lunged at him and grabbed the stick 
“Fuck! You ain’t no fuckin’ man, you a God damn 
cracker faggot, you! You suck my cock!” And the 
black chicks back at the table broke out in giggles: 
derisive giggles. “You get down"—grappling with the 
stick—“and you suck my cock, Shitface!” 

“Hey, Gordy,” murmured one of the other black 
guys, “you're messed up. Better cool it.” 

“Yeah, man,” said the bartender, wrenching the 
club back away, and poising it for a grand slam. 
“Better fuckin’ cool it.” 

Now. when the bartender retrieved the billy-club, 
the three guys at the bar tensed I mean, they literally. 
poised, and a shot of adrenalin pulsed through the 
Whole place, and I witnessed in a vision what was going 
to happen if the bartender cracked Gordy on the head 
‘with his stick: first the asshole at that end of the bar 
would vault right over and take him out, and then the 
‘other two sons of bitches would jump on me! I, who 
didn’t have two turds to to with any of this business, 
would be killed. And deserve it, too: when the honkies 
and the niggers mix it up like this, when the situation 
has decomposed to its statkest sociological roots, then 
justice is indisputably with the nigger cause~and in this 
ase, miost likely a knife or two as well. That boonie 
ain't rummaging’ in his hip pocket for no fucking 
MasterCharge card. One whup alongside Gordy’s kinky 
head there, Latimer, and’ you can kiss your ass good- 
bye. Behold your white heart, imperialist honky devil, 
a5 you go to Satan. Yup, f am just certain to get 


swings his club, and killed—or—or worse!? 

O Christ, 1 might wind up just razored into here and 

there, and puctured in the lung or someplace. O hurt 

Stitches and shit, a month in Bellevue in the Char- 
ity ward with teains of med students filing in every day 
massaging my prostate for the experience. No sir. If 
‘one of these jungle bunnies moves my way—T'il whip 
my coat across his face real quick and blind him 
That's not gonna do shit, Latimer. Your ass is grass if 
that fucker gets hit, and that’s all she wrote 

For a second I thought I had indeed been razored 
around the ribs when I wasn’t looking somehow, but it 
tumed out to be just a soggy flush of sweat down out 
of my armpits. O terror. 

But old Gordy, he’s such a tough mother, he just 
swipes out and rips the club off the bartender with one 
hand. “Now got the stick, Shithead. I gone hit you, 
man. I gone whip you white piss face right off” The 
black fucker brandished the club, the white cocksucker 
ringed and held his hands up over his head, and the 
three mothers along the bar started chuckling 
And when the chicks in the back st 
‘old Gordy relaxed. “Sheet!” And 
and strutted back out from behind th 
billy-club, chuckling. “I gone take this stick wi 
~ So the three at the bar and Gordy went back to the 
lable and started helping the chicks on with their coats 
‘Shucking on my own cost, | went back to my beer and 
began guzzling it. Before I was done, the eight of them 
filed out of the place, Gordy in the lead with the club: 
Just before he got to the door he casually reached out 
and smashed 2 half-dozen wineglasses sitting on the 
drainboard, and they all left laughing 

But were they laughing for long? The barkeep, still 
white and jerking now like Charlie Chaplin in a vintage 
silent, leaned on the bar until they were out of sight, 
and then darted back into a closet. As I was sucking up 
the last of the suds, he retumed, and swept straight 
past me to the door. He had 2 .38 police automatic in 
his left hand, and he was dropping it in his pocket 

Wellsir, I want to tell you, no sooner was that fuck- 
ef out of the place one way than I was gone in the 
other. Trotting! Imagine, now, the predicament of 
your innocent bystander, called up to the stand as a 
‘witness in a case like this. Either the bartender has 
been busted for murder or attempted murder, or—wh 
{is more likely—one or all of the black guys, and maybe 
the chicks too, are up on some railroad ch other. 
In either case, your innocent bystander will be sitting 
there in the dock, looking out over 2 predominantly 
black and righteously angry spectator section, saying. 
under osth, things like, “Yes, the black man was 
abusive. in his actions,” and “Yes, the black man 
uttered profane language in this bar.” and “No, | wit- 
nessed no provocation for this assault on the whi 
man.” 

This-calls to mind Paul Krassner’s wor 
after his first viewing of the Zapruder film, whi 
ly shows President Kennedy's brain matter flying 
rectly at, rather than away from, the Te: 

Book Depository: “The truth,” he said, “doesn 
sarily make you fre 

In this case, it could make you dead. Or worse yet, 
me dead! 

Because as | loped around the comer there, a Shot 
Rang Out In The Night. Requiescat aeternum, dona 
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@e A triumphant success. An historic event ® 


Now in 70mm. and 6 track stereophonic sound 
‘you can experience it, hear it, ive it as never before. 
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Experimental French Cinema 


rarmose rotaor posante APRIL 6-12 CThurs-Wed) 
LAGE D'OR (1220) 


‘TRIBUTE TO HENRI LANGLOIS 


severance of Henri Langlois, head of the 
‘portant film wax preserved, so that we can see today” 


{Age 0'0r has een banned for many years and if ony though the orsight and 
Cinematheque Francaos, Para, Wa bose 


‘hich all is heroes nave to take. 


BLOOD OF A POET (Le Sang D'un Poste) (1220) 


UN CHIEN ANDALOU (Andalusian Dog) (1228) 


‘mis fim contains the shocking aye-ball spliting sequence 


Salvador Dail and Luis Sunuel collaborated on only twa films; Un Chien Andalou (1828) 
tnd L Age D'Or (1830). Age D'Or featured Lym Lys and the renowned paloor Mex creer 
This im was condemned in France in the 1930s for the power cf is anarchist attack oo 
tha Catoic Church's inhibiting infuence on society. Using maayery dawn Nom Feese, 
Marx aad the Marquis Ge Sade, the Tim follows ts revolutionary Reve (Gaston Modot as 
he grapples witha bizarre collection of inleraring police, priests, and Suresnera 

lets, Scabrous and blasphemous it may be. but fe also a aplenaia black eomedy, 
{he tamous iterupted love etene (set to the Tatan and lide music| and the Sowrgeoss 
house party complete with cow on bed and af inthe michen Guuriors And as ta hers 
Sesperateiy throws furniture. clothes. and priest irom the wistow, we haar the dome 
‘ot Gaianda which, for Bunvel, always signer a moral crisis, the moment of decison 


Writer. directed, stings. montage and commentary by Jean Cocteau tile translation 
‘Le Sang dun Pete" phctagraphy by Georges Perinal: music by Georges Auris, 
Aiong with “Un Chien Anal,” the fim is ane of the most important examples of avant 
ards cinema. It was Cocteau's frst venture into fm ees mechan of expression, 


Bune! and Dali in ther first jlntelfort An excursion nto the DADA and surreal word 


PEASANT 
BLOUSES 


MOD TOPS 


FREE STUDS 
WITH JEANS 


Today thru April |. 


INN OF EVIL 
and 
SWORD OF DOOM 


Apr. 3-4 Kojiro and Face-OF 
Another 

Apr: 5-8 Portrait Of Hell and 

den Fortress 

Apr. 9 Zatoichi meets Yojimbo 
and Zataich 
Fugitives 

Apr. 10-11 Seven Samurai 


BIJOU 


45th £B'woy PL7-6792 
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AMERICA 


(Continued from pase 8) 
antipollution law, curtailed gamish- 
ments of debtors” pay and forced the 
banks to start paying higher interest on 
state deposits. Unemployment and work- 
men’s benefits have been boosted. This 
(progress sounds as impressive as what 
Fidel has sccomplished in Cubs. Talk is 
cheap and we can see that Wallace be- 
fieves in what he says which is more than 
mast _prgmatic politicians who float 
around like helium-flled hunks of sh 


‘You go out of this halt ronight and 
get knocked on the head. the person who 
knocked you on the head will be out of 
jail on a $50 bond before you get to the 
hospital... The tax structure threatens 
10 destroy’ the middle clas. There are bil- 
ions of dollars-in tax-free foundations, 
and there is no reason why the Camegies 
and the Rockefellers and the Fords 
should go scor-free when you have to pay 
through the nose... I know of one na- 
tion [Tadia) that has réveived $10 billion 
of your hard-earned tax dollars and they 
stood up on the United Nations and spit 
in our faces and said I hope you lost that 
War in Viernam... Liberals are those 
Tolk who are overedueated for their 
rains and can't park their bicycles 
smraight .... Liberalism has brought us dis- 
affected youth, violence in the streets. It 
brings permissiveness that allows people 
to chomp up and down the streets calling 

Jor a Communist victory in Viernant .. 

ou all have more brains in your little 

Singers. than the editor of the New Yark 
Times has in his whole head.” 


Not everything that Wallace says is be- 
Hevable but that's just as true of the 
North Vietnamese or the LR.A. The es- 
sence of Wallace then is @ populist with 
Jofs of balls and yery possibly my choice 
for the nomination in “72. But Til tell 
‘you how to yote and what my final deci 
‘sion will be in a future issu 


ON THE BEAT 


(continued from page 8) 
this? Cops are being killed and murdered 
all over the place, but we have the fair- 
ness to take their guns from them and 
‘deal with them like we did. We admit it, 
we're outlaws. We're outlaws, and we 
have professional courtesy. We talked to 
the cops in the Ninth Precinct. They told 
lus We Were in the right. I mean, here's 
‘some cops who know the truth, and say 
it, but what's the matter with these other 
cops? They have an attitude about us. It 
‘only takes one person to instigate an atti- 
tude, then it spreads to other people, and 
before you know it they're all out to get 
us. Well, we'll see. We want people to 
know the truth, but it seems nobody 
Knows the truth except us-the’ people 
getting stepped on. Or rather, the people 
they're trying to step on, 
~ “So then they pulled this thing Satur- 
day, They came down here like that be- 
cause of a petty theft—-S10 worth of 
porkchops. Well, you know we're not 
into anything like that. What the hell are 
the Hell's Angels doing robbing $10 
warth of porkchops from some kid, es- 
Pecially in front of our own building? 1 
mean, you never shit in your own bed 
Besides, we protect this block, We caught 
2 couple of guys the other day holding up 
two old people across the street. We took 
care of it. The people here like us and we 
like them. We dig this community and 
we're part of it. The Village—downtown. 
That’s our people. 

“Anyway, they started * aring up the 
place and pistol-whipping 2 couple of 
people. Was it a search or a demolition? 

They didn’t have any warrants for a 

search, and the warrants they did have 

didn’t have anybody's name on them, and 


you know why? Because we didn’t do it! 
id_bombs! What are we gonna do with booze around. then sits next to the : ‘ou just performed. 


bombs? We're smarter than that. We 
know we can be hit any time. They found 
a couple of flares. und later they admitted 
it was Mares.” 

“What did they do aboat the dogs 
asked. 

“They said keep them quiet or we'll 
‘blow them away. They notified the 
ASPCA to take them away later, but the 
ASPCA didn’t take the dogs, and they're 
not about t0, either. 

“Well, that’s what happened. They 
were trying to get us, and they neatly 
wrecked the place. One of the women— 
her mother suid the apartment was im- 
maculate before the raid. Jenkins said she 
was lying. 

“And $75,000 bail. They know we 
can’t afford that kind of money. So that’s 
Where it'stands right now." 

As we spoke, various Angels came in 
and out to talk with Sandy. The vibes 
were extremely smooth. Occasionally 
Sandy stopped to make phone calls re- 
garding the concert Saturday night, which 
hopefully will raise enough bread 10 get 
both Angels and the women out of the 
slam. As of now, the event is a complete 
sellout. 

“We don’t want people just to sit there 
and listen to concert,” Sandy said. “We 
want them to party. toohave a good 
time. That's what it is. 

He spoke on the phone with a rental 
agent for those large Hollywood search- 
lights which embiazon the skies. They dis- 
cussed price for a few moments, then 
Sandy said, “I appreciate your sincerity.” 

“That was really nice.” he told me 
when he hung up the phone. “The guy 
told me his price. and we couldn't afford 
it, but he said he had 2 friend who could 
give il to us cheaper. He said he couldn't 
do it himself because of the union and all, 
but his friend could help us out. Wow. I 
really do appreciate that kind of honesty 
in people. That's what the Hell's Angels 
are all about. We like sincerity. When 
you're our friend, you're our friend, but 
When you mess with us, we never forget. 
We never forget 

“The Village is our community, and all 
of us who live here have got to keep it 
together and take care of each other. And 
we can do it, The Hell’s Angels go into 
shops here and give people posters, and 
just rap with them, and everyone gets 
along just fine. You don’t see none of this 
paranoia and fear you hear about. We're 
true to our own.” 

‘And that is the story of the Saturday 
night bust. As I left, Sandy told me, “1 
on this. It's a saying we read on a statue 
somewhere, but to me it really means 
something. “Making laws without the use 
of wisdom is destruction of the state.” 
Hey, isn’t that far out?” 

As of this writing, the police of the 
13th precinct refuse to confirm or deny 
the charges the Hell's Angels have made 
-against them 


LETTERS 


(continued from pase 4) 
Cassette 1A: 

Bob Dylan: Hum. Well I think it's 
good here. Really good. 

Hudson: Who's buying booze? I'm 
hardbroke and busted, 

Dylan: Balls. What you boys want? 

Helm: Pil have a beer. 

[General requests for drinks I don’t 
understand. Something like Jack Dan- 
y's or something.| / Probably Jack Dan- 
iels.—Ed.] 
arth: Hell, man, you don’t sel 
bourbon, what a bummer. {He settles 
for scotch.} 

Meanwhile Manuel has found some 
darts and asks the locals how the game 
goes. He is shown and starts playing 
with them. The other guys join in 
Dylan pays the bartender and laughs be- 
cause he doesn’t know what to leave as 
a tip (British don’t tip). He hands the 


my 


ano player. 


Dylan: Hey man, that’s a nice piano 
you play. 

Plano Player: Thank you. Do you 
want to hear something in particular? 


Dylan: Wow! Well, yeah. Do you 

know “Tambourine Man"? 
PP: Um, let's think. Yes that Byrd 

song you mean. I'm not sure: 

He tries but the melody is wrong. 

Dylan: No man, that’s not it. Can I 
show you? 

PPP: Yes, thank you 

Dylan: Now the basic stuff is this 
playing]. No man, 1 can’t get it either 

Manuel comes over and tries, it’s 
tighter and goes into “t Shall Be Re- 
leased.” 

Dylan: Look, do you think it would 
be okay if we brought a couple of gui- 
fars in here ...? 

PP. Well, 1 suppose so, but the 
hbors don’t like tock “a” roll much 
because the walls are a little thin 


Dylan: Hell, man. What do we look 
like, a rock ‘n* roll band? 

Garth: Don’t “worry 
play acoustic 

Helm and Danko stop playing darts 
and go out. (There's a bit on the tape 
that | can’t understand, but i 
are brought in and the landlord say 
that there is a drumset in a back room. 


Finally it’s all set up.) The piano player 
(1 think he ssid that his mame was 
George Roberts, so I'll call him GR 
from now on) says that he doesn’t know 
much pop music, but some top ten. He 
sits at the piano, with Garth leaning 
against it. Helm sits at the drums, Man- 
uel “plays nothing. Bob. Robbie, and 
Rick Danko all armed with Gibsons. 

GR: Do you know this one? [He 
plays something from Showboat and the 
Band strums along.] 

Dylan: No man, hey can Richard sit 
‘at the piano a while? 

GR. Well, yes, just a minute, you 
seem to be able to play quite well 
Could you play for a little while while 
nip out. 

Dylan: Sure. 

Garth now has his accordion and 
Manuel sits at the piano. Right now just 
4 straight list of tracks they play. 

| SHALL BE RELEASED, WHEELS 
ON FIRE, FARE THEE WELL, ALL I 
REALLY WANT TO DO, BLUE MOON, 
1 THREW IT ALL AWAY. LAY LADY 
LAY, LONESOME SUZIE, GOSPEL 
PLOUGH [Tape runs out] 

Cassette 1A Side 2: 

GOSPEL PLOUGH [remainder], 1 
PITY THE POOR IMMIGRANT, ONE 
TOO MANY MORNINGS [All stop for 
another round of drinks}, YEA HEAVY 
AND A BOTTLE OF BREAD, CRIPPLE 
CREEK, THE NIGHT THEY DROVE 
OLD DIXIE DOWN, MIDNIGHT 
TRAIN, DUST MY BLUES, IN 
SEARCH OF LITTLE SADIE, 
KATHY'S CLOWN, LUCILLE, OPEN 
THE DOOR RICHARD, CANDY MAN, 
MAGGIE’S FARM, SINGING THE 
BLUES. PLAYBOYS AND PLAY- 
GIRLS, CATCH THE WIND [Tape runs 
out} 

Cassette 2 Side 1 

ALL 1 REALLY WANT TO DO [Rob- 
ertson. shouts out, “Hell we've already 
played that one. Dylan looks at watch 
and says, “We gotta split soon”], TINY 
MONTGOMERY, SHE LOVES YOU 
[They fall about laughing], MIGHTY 
QUINN. 

Dylan looks at watch and finishes 
another drink. “O.K. boys we'd better 
£0. 

Me: Excuse me. Are you Dylan? 

Dylan: ‘Does Dylan owe you an 
thing? 

Me: No. 

Dylan: Then 1 am. What you want 
‘man, autograph, huh? 

Me: No, well, yes thanks, but mainly 
Td like to tell you what a good show 


Dylan: Thanks man 
Me: And I recorded jt all [I show 
him two cassette tapes] 
Dylan: Look. caf! have them 
Me: Why, They're mine 
Dylan; Youvcan keep them tapes, I 
just want my son; 
you want, five dollars, htuh? 
Me: Nothing. 
Garth: Kick that punk over here 
Me= £10 and your aut , 


Mr. Dylan, that’s 
Dylan: Hey a r 
He gives me two fivers and writes 
“To an asshole. Love; Bob Dylan” on a 
piece of paper. I give him the two tapes 


and he 


es, then walks out. + 
that I have been recor 
wersation and he also hy 
ured out that I gave h 
blank tapes and to this da 
his “Public House Concert 
fimes. Bob's money was spei 
celebratis 
END 
Well. A 
soon. Bewar 
pe. Someone 
and there's a 
around. Al 


crappy record 
he bes 


David John Wheatly 
(DLE) 


Dear Schmuck 
You just might be the b 
ever. You must be a 


write something like you did. Your com- 
pletely fucked up wri ver really 
screwed up Jean Ratelle & Rod Gilbert. I 


hope you drop dead, go to hell & fuck 
your pygmy mother. You're « stupid 
bastard & you obviously know nothing 
about hockey. JEAN RATELLE 1S 
GREAT! ROD GILBERT IS GREAT! 
Jean Raielle will score about 55 goals 
Next year & he would have won the 
Championship. Rod Gilbert is great & 
they shouldn't trade either of them. I 
wish you were the linesman who Vic 
Hadfield punched. 


Gary Fortgang 


EEE 
NEGRO 


(continued from page 3) 
handling the black tax money, sparked a 
suit by NEGRO against the Amsterdam 
News for $10 million, Should they win 
the suit, the money will not go to 
NEGRO but to the black tax fund and be 
used for community projects in-Harlem. 
Whether they are dispensing free hero- 
in to addicts that need it, making a good- 
will mission to the Soviet Union, occupy- 
ing the NAACP offices over a “family af- 
fair” dispute, or closing off ten blocks in 
Harlem on the last Sunday of every 
ns to gather and en- 
joy “Together Sunday” (another of the 
group's efforts), NEGRO seemingly has 
‘not been able to convince the black com. 
munity that raking whatever action neces 
sary to help the people is far more effec 
tive than waiting for those in po 
take action 


er. to 


SAIGON 


MIAMI SAN DIEGO 
July 9-13 Aug. 21-23 
ONE STRUGGLE 
MANY FRONTS 
Interested in struggling with the prima- 

‘ies and the conventions. 
HELP US BY SENDING 
‘SOME MONEY 
Temporary address: 
The Enraged Ones 
c/o Switchboard 
133 W. 4th ST. NYC 10012 


Piace your Classified FREE in the New 
York ACE, Copy must be received by 
Friday, typewritten or printed, and not 
exceed’ 30 words. Send to: ACE Classi- 
fied, New York ACE, 45 W. 17th St, 
NYC 10011, 


TYPEWRITERS & ADDING MACHINES 
REPAIRED 
BUSINESS MACHINES SERVICED 
EMANUEL SCHWARTZ 
46 WEST 17th St. 
7DAYS 


233-3300 
24HOUR SERVICE 


SOS pm. Wollman Auditor: 
St. & Broadway: Showing 
soldier" film by Winterfilm, 
based on testimony of 125 Vietnam 

heir experiences in Vietnam. 
‘owing 2 speaker from Vietnam 
Vets—and dialogue, Admission $2— 
toward Harrisburg Defense. Sponsored 
by HARRISBURG DEFENSE COMM. 
in cooperation with Winterfilm & 
YVAW (Vietnam Vets Against the War), 


ALL NEW ALBUMS FREE by 
im your used albums. We buy- 
New & used albums. New 
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CLASSIFIEDS $ 


WHILE-U-WAIT 


1,000 1117's 
2 sides = $25.00 


Mon-Fri 9-5 
Sats. 9-2 


Complete Art & Type Department 


378 
200 sux 


COPIES 


EEBEING REC- 
(Sih St) 


WELL WRITTEN MSS. wanted, adult 
W.village firm. Call (212) 


MIST OPERATOR WANTED—Adutt 
fiction, tabular layouts, 70 wpm, highly 
zecurate. Call (212) 691-1189. 


TYPIST WANTED—Adult fiction, very 
accurate, 70 wom, will train MTST. Call 
(212) 691-1189. 


PROOFREADER WANTED—Aduit fic- 
In, accurate spelling, will train. Call 
(212) 691-1189 


FREE KITTEN= Call Bruce at 


FREE THOUGHT 
BOOKSTORE 
2429 Broadway at 89th Street 


691-11 


after 5:30. 


N WANTED for 2 re 
‘ory of organizations and 
concerned with social is- 
sue: RAP, PO Box 736, New York, 
NY 10009. 


HELP FORM NEW GROUP to protect 
wildlife. 250,000 dolphins and por- 
poises killed every year by tuna fisher- 
men; Alaskan wolves shot for sport 
from airplanes. If you are concerned, 
call Wi 2-8216, leave number and/or ad- 
dress 


HAVING NIGHTMARES about being a 
Maxwell housewife? Missing out on 
ice demonstr 


COUNTRY PLACE TO SHARE with 
jerson who's interested in organic 
‘gardening ang likes animals—on perma: 
ent basis. Non-smoker of F pre 
ferred. Write: Art Studio, 25 E. 3rd St 
NYC, NY 10003. 


GRADUATE OF STUDIO TECHNOL 


work in studio or related fields (broad | 
casting). Please write or call: John 
Hannon, 274 Kingsland Ave., Brooidyn, 
NY 11222. Phone 385-6636 


“GREENWICH VILLAGES FAMOUS BOOKSHOP 


OGY and practice course, looking for 


E.S.WILENTZ’S 
8TH ST. BOOKSHOP 


ALITERARY LANDMARK SINCE 1547 


‘THREE FLOORS 
OFBOOKS 


WEST STH STREET 
YORKNX OO 


OFFICE SPACE AVAILABLE in Bleecker 
rare = - 


WOW, DOES THIS BOY need a job!! 
Freelance writer and former teacher 
seeks regular employment—Maybe even 
2 career! Call Mike Olsham at ES 
2.2990, 


WANNA CRAZY WRITER for a room 

mate! | néed 2 place to live and work 

for cheap—or -free(?) for a couple 

months or longer. Crashing around i 

getting very uncool, Mike Olsham, ES 
0. 


DYNAMITE CAMPER for ssle— Dodge 
10%. step van, plywood paneling, win 
dows, sink, gas stove and heat. Sleeps 
‘one or two_ With Fla. plates! $1,000 or 
frade for 2 car(?). Mike Olsham ES 
2.2990. 


EDITOR tor entertainment and arts section 
‘of innovative city-wide weehty paper, In 
77m St. | NVC 10024 
AD MANAGER 
rallstic ‘publications  Exarbitant commis 
on W. 17th St, Must be aggresive ang 
lndormtanie. Apply Box 1271, co NY 
WE BUY OLD TYPEWRITERS 


es, often as much a $35. Apply Box 
Sele NY ACE 


S 
MOBSTER TIMES. 


As. youngster, he best up all the other brat 

his heroic antics. He was 2 boy among boys. 

kid of his fearing could read, Now there is. Now there's 
id read about people just | 


for him. Now he 


‘on his black, astounding caps and kids alike with 
ully among bullies. Beck then there was nothing & 

Magazine for him. MOBSTER TIMES is 
imselt. People like Joe Kennedy. rum-tunniet 


‘and bigshot politician whose blood money created a dynasty of world-wide importance. or Juan 


D. Rocket 
Jahn Diling 
Schutte 


Sf. whose: spactar 


Where else could they learn of new tech. [~——— === =——————— 
igues for bugging and. surveilance—and, 
sometimes more importantly, how te aveid 
and foll potential spies, As full 
ters they would enjoy things like MOBSTER, 
sing their wits 
about famous crimes & criminals: the moh 
"The Gang 


TIMES’ Crossword Puzzle, 
reviews which analyze movies 


That Coulan’'t 
French Connection, 


plans of 


t 
t 
' 
! 

1 
foticy, Toss au tanta ais | 
ear”; what the well-dressed criminal wears: H 
1 

: 

! 

! 

1 

1 


Sol Estes Silo escapade; learn 


follow cur “Crime of the Month" Crime Tips 
sm guys still “inside”; Boers’ of Justice, 
and various short but exciting tidbits out of 


There yous have jt, the guts of the-newest 
and most exciting publicstion to appear in 


America in 


iged Mob- 


‘Shoot _ Straight” 

MOBSTER TIMES has 
special two-page diagram section each issue, 
‘outlining sn the minutest detall spectacular 


decade. If you're interested in 
crime, MOBSTER TIMES ic a must. If you 
can’t subscribe, Quy the latest sssve available 
on selected newsstands throughout America, 


‘crimes. go unequalled to. this day; Nanoleon Bonapat{ 
‘Ma Barker; Richard Nixan snd Machine Gun Kalley. Lyndon Johnson and Dut 


1 

I 
Simply shaot aut along dotted tines and | 
send this coupon to: MOBSTER Times, ! 
P.O. Box 431, Old Cheuea Station, NYC, | 
NY 10011 t 
Dear Werden, 1 
T want MOBSTER I 
the next twelve mont 1 
ar Maney “Order payable to MOBSTER | 
FIMES for t 
: 1 

1 

1 

i 

1 

1 

t 

1 

! 
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The 
IMES in my cell for 
Here is my check 


36.00 for One Vasr 
512.00 for Two Years 


‘MY NAME 
{or serial number) 


MY ADDRESS... a 
(or calf block number} 


ony... 8 . 


STATE... @@q-—ZIP 


EATH RAP IN NIXON CASE 
NEWARK COP CRITIC SHOT, TALKS 


NEW YORK 


JAN. 25, 1972 35¢ out of town 25¢ 


Cmon Queen Bee 


- oe a Ss hittle 
“ The maximum inan alternative medium Sey fle power 


y] jerk a 
A National News Magazine that brings you news from behind the blackout eas er tail... 
by our own national and international correspondents. See: “The Biggest . Bg : 
Mugger of Them All,” Rock Liberation, Killer Bees, A Poet's Fight Against { " : : 3 2 ree 
Strip Mining, Reports from China-Vietnam-Bangladesh-Atlantis. And Much ‘ J 

More. 


A Monthly Magazine of Culture featuring regular columnists: - 

@ John & Yoko © Paul Krassner j 
Music commentary by 3 

© Robert’Levin & John Morthland & Ed Ward 
Scienceby ~~ 

® Robert’Bazell 7 
Plus: Comix, Food, Media, Art, Books, Film. And Much Mure. 


A New Magazine of Discovery. See Graphics by Mouse, Vali, Colwell, 
Sheridan. In depth stories about Cocaine, KKK & The New Militants, Mutiny 
at Fire Base Pace, The Americanization of 1984, Dropping out of the Mafia. 
And Much More, 


“| thought | was a realist until | read SUNDANCE” —Paul Krassner 


issue, is now on sale. Ask for it at 
your newsstands. (In faci,demand 
it!) Or if it’s not there, send us 
I 1913 Fillmore Street 
San Francisco, CA 94115 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER! SUBSCRIBE NOW l esas Scaiaaoepery 
for $7.50 (for 12 issues) and you'll get two free copies 2 Cjeeru me 24 issues for $18.00. 
year. And we'll make sure that the next 12 issués arrive at 


your door step through rain, sleet, snow, or hail. Why even I | enclose cash, check or money order. tO 

bother about the weather when you can have a month of "Wieiimed 

SUNDANCE? oe See 
V scares 


| Siv/sererzin. 
conaet 


HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


JDL PUSHES SCOOP 


Senator Henry Jackson (D-Wash.) 
known as “Scoop,” not to be confused 
with the implement scoop which is used 
to pick up dog shit from the street, was in 
the City to announce that he would be a 
candidate in the state's June 20 Presi 
dential Primary. 

Among those at his press conference, 
cheering him on, was Rabbi Meir Kahane, 
leader of the Jewish Defense League, and 
about 20 of his followers. Kahane 
claimed he was invited by “someone” in 
Jackson's Washington, D.C. office, but 
Jackson aides knew ‘nothing about it 
Kahane also announced that the JDL was 
supporting Jackson and would campaign 
for him. 


Out of two drug “rehabilitation 
centers” in the Bronx, a group of white 
excheroin users have emerged to form 
their own storefront center in an attempt 
to deal with the problems of addiction 
from a standpoint of revolutionary 
polities, 

Having left the centers, Logos 1 and 
Logos Il, they have located their store- 
front at 109 E. 184th St., calling them- 
selves the Spirit of Logos, and are pub- 
lishing a newspaper, WHITE 
LIGHTNING. The center is open “to any 
addicted or using brother and sister, or 
anyone wanting to lear about our group 
and what we represent,” Rap sessions are 
held on Tuesday nights at 7 pm, 


EX-JUNKIES REVOLT 


by Richard Balagur 

Threatened with a slashing of city, 
state, and federal funds to 64 of the city's 
day-care centers, mothers and children 
converged on Linsay’s campai 
headquarters last Wednesday and 
extracted a promise to continue city 
funding of the desperately needed 
centers, for at least one month past the 
February 1 deadline, 

The group of about 350 invaded the 
swank campaign offices at 48th and 
Madison, visibly shaking the campaign 
workers. They quickly settled down fo an 
atypical day of playing with the 


HIT LINDSAY IN DAY CARE DEMO 


telephones and typewriters, re-doing 
Peter Max's “Linsay For President” 
Posters, putting up reminders for the 
campaign staff of the existence of the less 
well-to-do, and tossing stationery for 
campaign manager Richard Aurelio’s 
testimonial dinner to fellow 
demonstrators thirteen floors below. 
Meeting with city officials, the 
demonstrators not only obtained the 
extension of city funding for the day-care 
centers, but additionally received the 
city's promise to attempt to force the 
state 10 repeal its fee scheme for those 


ACE photo by Rich Balagur 


families with incomes in excess of the 
state guidelines. 

The major issue at stake is the state 
requirement that the city charge parents 
whose income is over the state’s specified 
limit of the cost of child-care, about 
$2700 a year per child. The limits are 
$6600 per year for a family of 2, $7500 
for a family of 3, and $8500 for a family 
of 4. The 64 centers threatened with aid 
cutoffs are those that refused to ask 
Parents their income or refused to ask 
them to pay. About 7500 children are 
affected, 


'12 PHONE CODE 
CRACKED 


Every year they change it and every 
year we figure it out and make enough 
free calls to give Ma Bell a full head of 
grey bai 

Here itis: 

Almost the same as last year’s code — 
take a phone number (preferably that of 
a big corporation or bank) and follow it 
with the three digit code that indicates 
the city, plus a letter. This year the letter 
corresponds to the fourth digit in the 
phone number. Thus, a sample number 
might be 777-3311-021 Q. That's IT&T’s 
number, plus the three digit code for New 
York City (021), plus the letter “Q” 
which corresponds to the fourth number 
“3”, according to the following list of 
number-letter correlations: 1-Z, 2, 3-Q, 
48, 5-D, 6H, 7-U, 8M, 9-A, O-X, 

Other city codes are: Atlanta (035), 
Berkeley (167), Los Angeles (182), San 
Francisco (158), Washington, D.C. (032). 

Never call from a home phone. Speak 
with authority, Demand prompt service! 


BREAD MURDER 


A boycott is under way of 
International ‘Telephone and Telegraph 
products. One of these products is 
Wonder Bread, made by the Continental 
Baking Company which is owned by the 
siant ITRT. 

TTT is one of the largest war machine 
manufacturers, producing, among other 
things, components for the “Electronic 
Battlefield” in Indo-China (a system 
which makes it possible for Nixon to run 
a soldier-less war). 

Leaflets to hand out at your local 
supermarket. may be obtained at the 
Vietnam Peace Parade Committee at 13 
E. 16th St. Along with Wonder Bread 
(which tastes lousy anyway), don’t buy 
Morton Frozen Foods, Twinkies, Hostess 
Cupeakes, ot Profile Bread, 


smoke 


ZIPPIES PLOTZI 


In mid-November, a couple of notices 
appeared announcing the National Yippie 
Conference in Madison. Brief notices kept 
cropping up irregularly, first in UPS, then 
in LNS, then in underground papers. 
Pethaps 30 invitations were sent out from 
Madison. Word seeped out, and on Janu- 
ary 7, 8, and 9, it happened. 

There were people there from all over. 
Yippies, ex-White Panthers, ex-Weather- 
people, Mayday people, "underground 
Paper people and so on. Grizzled veterans 
who traced their involvement back to the 
mid-Sixties, and eager converts from 
Mayday and even since then. There was a 
new group there, called Zippies, who 
described themselves as a “let'sget-or- 
ganized-and-get-something-done” faction 
of Y.LP. 

It was a good group, people tired of 
doing nothing, people tired of media 
freaks and superstars dazzling the media 
with mirrors, while in reality nothing was 
being accomplished. People ready to go 
to Miami. As was said over and over, 
everybody else is concentrating on dump- 
ing Nixon via San Diego. That's great, but 
if Nixon goes out, who's coming in? The 
Republicans don’t care about the youth 
ote, the Democrats have to. We have to 
stand up and make sure the youth vote is 
not co-opted, We will have leverage in 
Miami that couldn't be bought in San 
Diego 

Out of the conference came some 
serious plans in a humorous package. 

‘To Quote from that statement: 
“March 18:26-Spring Freek Week. 
Statewide meetings of YIP and ZIP 
chapters in SO states to get high and raise 
legions of young people for "72. Also 
colossal YIP-ZIP voter registration drive 
to put a freek in office today. Hang a jury 


real soon. 


“May 1-May Day is J-Day. Reefer 
s in every state capitol, followed 


by marches to the prisons. Light up a 
joint on May Day. Free Dana Beal. Free 
almost everybody. 

‘May 1-2-Spring Plant-In. Plant 
seeds—lower prices. Buy American. 

“July 1-3—National Tribal Congress in 
Washington, D.C. An assembly of tribes 
of the Free Nation. 

“July 4—Third annual reefer smoke-in 
at the Washington Monument and anti- 
ClA/heroin march to the steps of the U.S. 
Capitol. The traditional cross-country 
toke-diwn and jumk stomp as per usual, 

“July 26—Che Guevara Appreciation 
Day. Appreciation of the Cuban struggle 
for liberation. Miami Beach. 

“July 27-31~Zippie Party Freek Cir- 
cus—Alternate Culture Convention in 
Miami. Zip-off Miami in °72. An assembly 
of young voters to boycott the "72 


elections unless our demands are met 
Fifty million young voters are dec! 
“A plague on both your houses. 
will be a four-day party that will make 
the Shah of Iran’s look like a brunch. 

“Aug. 1-20-Grapes of Wrath caravan 
to California. Junked busses, stolen 
motorcycles, bathtubs on | wheels, 
bicycles, ZiPelins, dune-buggies, roller 
skates and the Borax 20-mule team will 
head into the sunset for High Noon in 
San Diego. 

“Aug. 21-24—San Diego: smoke grass 
and kick ass; we've got Dick Nixoo to 
kick around again. Yippie-ti-yi-yo-yi- 
yay.” 

ZAPPIE! can be reached at Box 706, 
Madison, Wisc. 53701. Tel. (608) 
251-6401. 


DOPER 
COPPER POPPED 


Suspended NYC patrolman, Roberson 
Haden, pleaded guilty to selling heroin in 
Federal District Court last week. His 
sentence was 18 months in jail and three 
‘years probation. 

Patrolman Haden’s conviction is one 
of the very few resulting directly from 
the Knapp Commission's investigation. 
Qut of a possible 15 years in prison and 
$5,000 in fines, his sentence was 
extremely light 

In comparison, 3 “small fry” pusher, 
Jerry Williams, age 23, was recently 
sentenced to 30 years on two counts of 
“selling a dangerous drug.” Judge Fino, in 
passing the sentence, stated, “Characters 
‘of your ilk who prey on young people 
and who have created panic in our 
communities are unfit to be part of our 
society.” But Bronx D.A.. Burton 
Roberts has denounced the sentence and 
publicly stated he will assist any appeal 
on Williams behalf, 


SS aye: 
HARLEM FOUR 


IT’S ALL OVER NOW... 


by RAY SCHULTZ 


Some time last Monday morning, 3 
couple of detectives routinely plucked a 
junkie named Earl McDanicls from the 
streets of Harlem and delivered him to 
assistant district attorney Robert Lehner 
who desired his presence. As it tuned 
out, MeDaniels was to be the last 
prosecution witness in the 8-week trial of 
the Harlem 4 and as such was the most 
Pitiful, most transparent, most cruelly 
exploited wreck of a human being to take 
art in this evil charade. He was brought 
in to give credence to a prosecution 
claim that witness Robert Barnes Jr. told 
an unidentified drug addict in a jail cell at 
the 28th precinct that he knew who 
killed Mrs. Margit Sugar a day after the 
murder in the spring of 1964. The addict 
supposedly told Detective Gonzalez 
about this, and Gonzalez supposedly 
threw it ‘up to Barnes who then 
supposedly spilled the beans on his 6 
friends who supposedly did the killing 
Through the years, Gonzalez and Barnes 
and the entire New York police force 
have never been able to produce the name 
of this addict for the simple reason that 
Gonzalez took no notes and the police 
maintained no blotter, so it was quite a 
nice surpise on the DA's part when into 
court last week walked a real live junkie 
to say-that he was the one, he had talked 
to Robert Barnes Jr. 

McDaniels was brought in wearing a 
torn black coat, and sporting astubby 
beard. He looked like any old bum you 
‘might see on the street. As he approached 
the stand, jury foreman Robbins turned 
to the juror next to him and smirked as if 


to say, where did they dig this one up? 
The audience seemed highly amused by 
the sight of such a shabby individual, but 
the laughs wmed cold when the man 
began speaking: yes, he was Earl 
McDaniels, born in Bayonne, NJ. in 
1928, picked up on his first narcotics 
charge in 1953, a junkie to the end, He 
told the court that on April 30th, 1964, 
he had been taken to the 28th precinct 
for possesion of a needle and works, In 
the cell was Robert Barnes, Jr, 

“I was sitting on the floor with my 
back up against the wall. 1 wasn’t feeling 
too good. A fellow came over and asked 
me what I was arrested for. 1 told him, 
and said what were you arrested for? He 
didn’t want to tell me, there...we went 
over to the comer and he said he was 
arrested for a killing. 1 asked him if he did 
it, he said no, but I know who did. He 
said, I'm telling you because I like you. | 
went back out after a little while. I didn't 
want {0 go to jail, s0 I old the detective. 
They took him out, 1 never seen him 
agai 

“He was young kid, about 16 years 
old. A light brownskinned fella.” 

The defense was quick to jump on the 
fact that the time stated on McDaniels’ 
arrest report (12 noon) was different 
from the time Gonzalez and Barnes had 
testified to regarding their discussion with 
him. Also, where did the arrest report 
come from 30 suddenly? For 
identification purposes, Detective 
Gonzalez. was brought in and MeDaniels 
said “Yeah, that's the detective 1 spoke 
to," but Bares was not produced, and 
neither Barnes or Gonazlez was called (0 


OIL CHEATS TAX 


| Now that Income Tax time i rolling 
around again (April 15 is the last day) it 
|seems appropriate to talk about taxes. 
‘And since we all know how much we pay, 
and what percent of our income is taken, 
‘one might as well take a look at what 
business pays, not small business, but 
big-business - the oil companies. 

Senator William Proxmire (D-Wisc.) 
recently read into the Congressional 
Record figures showing that the major oil 
companies paid federal income taxes 
amounting to only 8.7% in 1970. Not bad 
at all seeing that most of us start in the 
20% or so bracket. 


The Senator called the figures a 
disgrace, stating, “there is absolutely no 
justification for the American public to 
continue subsidizing the major oil 
companies who earned over $8.8 billion 
last year (1970).” What the Senator fails 
to admit is the only justification the oil 
companies have is that they have power, 
political and economic, and the people 
have very little, but so much for the 
obvious. 

Proxmire continued by stating that as 
Jong as the companies “with their billions 
of dollars in profits continue to pay lower 
taxes than an individual in the lowest tax 
‘bracket. I think the public will have catise 
to complain.” Complain indeed! 


He quoted from U.S. OLL WEEK, an oil 
industry publication, which gave the 
figures on what percent of profits the 
‘companies paid in taxes in 1970: 

Gulf 1.2% Standard of Calif, 5.0% 


Amerada 3.6 Marathon 5.3 
Atlantic 4.1 Continental 6.4 
Union 4.6 Texaco 64 


The industry as a whole had an average 
of 8.7%, And Standgrd Oil of Ohio, with 
4 net income of $66,351,000 paid no 
federal tax at all but instead received a 
10.4% credit, which it-can apply to hold 
down taxes in future years, 


PHONE RATES 
ZOOM 


We were all treated to the “un- 
expected” announcement last week that 
the Phone Company is going to raise its 
rates again. But this new rate increase has 
been in the works for a long time. Just 
follow 

* February, 1970 — Phone Company 
granted a $134 million hike. 

* February, 1971 — Phone Company 
asks the New York State Public Service 
Commission for a $390 million rate hike. 
The PSC quietly informs them this is 
impossible. 

‘+ July, 1971 — The Phone Company is 
given a 12.8% hike which included the 
lowering of the number of message units 
‘we can use on the basic monthly charge 
from 75 to 50. But this is only a increase 
of $190 million instead of the $284 
million they requested at this time. 

* July. 197] — The Phone Company 
begins talking about charging for use of 
directory services (such as information), 
Outlined idea is to allow only three free 


directory service calls a month, after 
which it will cost you two message units. 
‘The Phone Company makes a promise of 
greatly “improved” service to justify this 
new charge. 


* August — December, 1971 — Every 
few wecks ads mysteriously appear in 
Daily newspapers telling the people of 

w York City how great the phone 
service is, and how much it has improved. 
These ads are alternated with other ads 
siving their side of the phone strike and 
telling the strikers to go back to work. 

* January 12, 1972 — Ads appear 
reminding New Yorkers how great the 
Phone service is, “reliable and quick” was 
the line in case you missed the ad. 


“January 16, 1972 — News item 
appears in New York Times with headline 
“Phone Company Seeking Revenue. 


* January 17, 1972 — Front Page of 
New York Post reads “Phone Co. Gets 
New Rate Hike,” and in the Daily News 
“Grant 9% Hike in Phone Rates, 

* January 18, 1972 — Grassroots 


Action, a consumer watchdog group, an- 
ounces that the real increase is not 9% 
but closer to 29% when you add the first 
increase in July (1971) and the 1796 taxes 
we pay. The New York Post states that 
the PSC examiner only recommended a 
350 million increase and the PSC over- 
ruled its examiner and granted a $160 
million increase, 

Thus the Phone Company has received 
90% of the $391 million in increases it 
asked for in February, 1971. 

‘And further increases are coming. 
Watch your daily newspaper for more ads 
telling you how great the service is, for it 
is full steam ahead in their plan to charge 
for calling information, Already the tele- 
phone company in Cincinnati is making a 
request for a charge of 20¢ for a directory 
assistance call. 

One wonders what happened to 
Nixon’s “hold down inflation” Price 
Commission, A total rate increase of 
$484 million in less than two years seems 
to be a bit extreme especially when most 
Phones do not work at least 10% of the 
time 


the stand fo identify McDaniels, 

‘The courtroom was hushed as the sad 
story of McDaniels’ life unfolded. The 
Jurors eyed him with solemn stares, and 
some seemed to be taken aback when 
McDaniels admitted that he supported 
heroin habit of $40 to $50.2 day 

“How do you get the money to 
support this habit?” asked defense 
attorney Lewis Steele. 

“I get it by stealing,” McDaniels said. 

“Would you lie to get it?” 

“Yes, L would.” 

‘The court was given the full details of 
‘McDaniels’ long arrest record. The 
‘witness spoke calmly and unabashedly 
about his situation. Then Kunstler asked 
him, “When was the lat time you had a 

fix? 


“About 9:30 this morning.” 
“When is the time you will need one?” 


need one right now,” McDaniels 


it. Your honor, no 
Kunstler said. 

MeDaniels got down off the stand and 
walked across the room to the door. 

‘The audience rocked with laughter, 
but none of the jurors seemed to think it 
was funny. According 10 the defense 
theory, MeDaniels was allowed to go back 
to Harlem and steal enough for his fix 
without police interventionhis reward 
for being such a cooperative witness. But 
who could believe his story about Barnes? 

But it was a week of rare surprises in 
Part 36 of the Criminal Court, for the 
witness immediately proceeding 
McDanicls was Ollie Roe, whose 
{estimony equalled and perhaps surpassed 
the testimonies of Barnes, the Wright 
sisters and MeDaniels himself in. sheer 
incredibility. 

Roe is a short young man with a nasal, 
prissy sort of voice. Dressed in a suit and 
tie, he preceded most of his answers with 
“Yessir,” or “no sr.” He testified that on 
the day of the crime he was working in 
the drugstore, and looked in the Sugar 
store to se0 the 4 defendants. standing 
cover the body of Mrs, Sugar. That night, 
however, he told television interviewers 
that he had seen people fleeing but he 
couldn't Fecognize them, and in fact 
made no identification of the defendants 
until a year after the erime, He claims he 
and his family had received threats, and 
he was afraid to talk, 

The defense suggested several reasons 
why Roe might be anxious to change his 
story to cooperate with the DA, though, 
‘An admitted heroin addict, he also. is 
possessed of transvestite tendencies, and 
‘was convicted for stealing several pairs of 
pantyhose 

“Was the charge against you reduced 
after you told the district attorney that 
you could identify some of the people 
you saw?” Steele asked 

“Yes, that’s correct,” Roe said, 

While Roe was testifying last Tuesday, 
John Lennon and Yoko Ono showed up 
to get an earful, accompanied by Jerry 
Rubin, Rennie Davis, John Sinclair, 
Lennox Raphael and various hangers-on, 
The courtroom was packed for this 
episode, While the defense meticulously 
Picked apart Roe's previous testimony, 
the Lennons sat 2rows from the front 
‘next to Kunstler’s youthful process-server 
David Lemer. In between the sessions, 
they held a press conference downstairs 
that was beamed to millions of TV 
Viewers in the metropolitan area. Except 
for the original blast of scare stories back 
in "64, it was the biggest publicity the 
defendants had ever received. When court 

was adjourned for the day, Lennon and 
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DUSTOFF OLD SPARKY 


Speculation is rife, at this writing, that 
the Supreme Court may shortly decide, 
‘once and for all, on the constitutionality 
of the Death Penalty. We say more power 
to the Justices in their august delibera- 
tions, and Godspeed their ultimate reso- 
lution of this ticklish question. And while 
like all reasonable citizens we are 100% 
confident that the new Burger Court will 
‘arrive at the decision that is best, in the 
Jong run, for aurselves as a Nation, we're 
sure it's never too late to offer our own 
two cents, as it were, for consideration, 
Capital punishment has been part of 
human culture since the dawn of re- 
corded time, and probably before that. 
Hitler surely would have fallen before the 
firing squad, if he hadn’t taken the 
coward’s way out, Athens would cor 
tainly have been spared a generation of 
tyranny and turmoil if the proud 


Achmacnidae could have legally garrotted What this country needs is 8 good 
Pisistratus, as he so richly deserved. And Se cro and unuasel punishment 
during the French Revolution (1789), the guillotine took off many and many ausurious 
landlord, exploitative employer, and upstart demagogue, To discard this impressive 


heritage of institutionalized slaughter Would seem to us to be impetuous, to say the 
Teast, 


. SAVAGE IS AS SAVAGE DOES 


Opponents of capital punishment for some time now have been profilic and shrill 

with their hysterical protestations of its so-called brutality, its “cruel and unusual” 
‘ature. It dehumanises the executioner, these activists insist, just as surely—but not, 
We daresay, nearly as thoroughly—as the convict. And to be sure there is litle that is 
edifying in the spectacle of some naked prisoner being held face down on a table, 
puking and pissing in terror as the guards administer an enema preparatory to zapping 
him in the chair, snuffing out his lights in the gas chamber, setting him adance on the 
end of a rope, or blowing his fucking head off. It takes real pluck to witness something 
like that, and then go to a tea-party. 

But unhappily we are not as civilized as some of these bleeding-hearts would like to 
think. In a world still overrun with Evil, how should we expect even America to stand 
alone as a beacon of virtue and righteousness? No, as long as the menace of World 
Communism persists, we're afraid America will just keep sending out her B-52s and her 
15,0004b. bombs, at least, to exterminate her persecutors, and pulverize the very 
ground on which they live, and those of their neighbors who might unwittingly 


swallow the Communist Lie, Why then should we pretend to be saints on our own 
turf, as it wore? 


FRY THE BIG FRY 

The one objection to capital punishment that we feel to be largely valid is this, that 
it discriminates, in most cases, between the powerful rich and the impotent poor. And 
this is undeniably true. Now what does it matter if one such as Juan Corona, who 
allegedly killed only 21 people, is gassed, or just locked up in a looney bin? Susan 
Atkins killed a few people, sure, but nobody except those personally involved, and 
few thousand sex-movie maniacs, are going to give a damn in the long run; why bother 
‘gassing this little hippie hussy—ock her up and throw the key away, that’s what we 
say, 

No, let's dust off Old Sparky up at Sing Sing again, and with dispatch, but this time 
let's use her right! First let’s sit Richard Nixon on it—but only afer due process of law, 
of course—and fry his asshole good. Then Lyndon Johnson. Then Melvin Laird. Then 
Robert McNamara, Dean Rusk, Nelson Rockefeller, and so on: We might wind up the 
whole business with a mass execution of generals and B-52 pilots: an inspiring 
Spectacle, we think, would be a line of these murderers filing down death row in 
chains, their heads shaved, their pantlegs slit, their spirits severely depressed. Buzz the 
sons of bitches right out of their tooth-fllings, and then send in a brace of Presidential 
press agents with Fire hoses to sluice out the mess. 

‘That's the use to which we feel capital punishment should be put. Instead of frying 
the small-ry murderets, shoot for the top! 


catimer 


ROR rae eae ce een 
LET’S EAT, MR. NIXON 


A significant vietory was won last week over the Nixon Administration with the 
rescinding of the foodstamp cut-backs. The way it came about, though, clearly 
demonstrates the only effective way to deal with this administration's decision-making 
Process: appeal to its needs rather than the public's 

‘The cutbacks which would have left thousands of previously eligible New York City 
residents uneligible to receive the food-stamp program was something the 
administration was willing to accept. The delay in receiving food-stamps that many 
eligible families suffered during the cut-back dispute was something the administration 
did accept. The children in New York City that went hungry as a direct result of the 
ccut-backs was something the administration didn’t even seem to consider. 

But the possibility that the food-stamp cutbacks could be used as an issue by Nixon 
‘opponents in the coming election, that got the administration moving. Now, thanks to 
the public outrage voiced since the cut-backs were announced that helped turn the 
foodstamp program into a major issue, and, because it is an election year (one 
cluttered with issues as it is), the cuit-backs have been reversed and all those who were 
Previously eligible will once again be able to receive the food-stamps they need to 
survive, 
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INSIDE D.C. 


By Thomas Forcade 

From 1801 to 1913, the President's 
State of the Union Message was delivered 
in writing rather than asa speech. The 
reason for this was a now obscure pro- 
Vision in the lw which allowed Senate 
and House members to question the 
President after his address 

The questioning of Thomas Jefferson 
was so hostile that he ceased the practice 
of personally delivering the speech. It was 
not until 1913 that Woodrow Wilson 


More than that, Nixon's speech was a 
significant prognosticator of his angle for 
the 70s, a veritable Mien Kampf. Nor is 
the analogy to Hitler’s preconfession that 
far fetched. Two of Nixon's closest ad- 
visors are from Hitler’s Germany — Kis- 
singer and Ehrlich n’s statement 
breaks down into four main parts. In part 
one, Nixon naturally attempts to attri- 
bute everything but the sunrise to his 
rule, “The Nation was so torn in those 
final years of the 60s that many in both 


ventured back into the chamber. By then, parties questioned whether America 
the Establishment was established, and could be governed at all .. . Our cities are 
nobody was going to ask any embarrasing no longer engulfed by civil disorders. Our 
questions colleges (are no longer) a battleground. 


In September, 1971, a reporter for 
Women’s Wear Daily dug up the by now 
completely forgotten provision and wrote 
4 story about it. Rep. Bella Abzug’s staff 
saw the article, and for a time she 
considered calling the President out. But 
Abzug is a liberal, her husband is a 
wealthy stockbroker, and she may want 
to rock the boat, but she doesn’t want to 
tip it over, because after all, it’s her boat. 

OF course, we didn’t know that as we 
listened to Nixon’s platitudes, and it 
made it all the more interesting to think 
that for the first time since 1801, some- 
‘one from the legislative branch might get 
a chance to hassle the Presiden: 


‘A beginning has been made on ... pro- 
tecting our environment. The rate of 
crime increase has been slowed. As our 
involvement in the war in Vietnam comes 
to-an end, we must now go on to build a 
generation of peace ... We have reduced 
the burden of arms.” 

Thus, part of the Nixon plan is to 
portray himself as the trouble shooter 
and to continue the troubleshooter act by 
token efforts in the areas of ecology. by 
continued repression against dissent 

In part two, he lays out his foreign 
policy. “We will maintain a nuclear deter- 
ent .. We will help other nations 


Continued on Page 21 


“ALL I NEEDED WAS B-11!” 


by Lynda Crawford 


Every evening, throughout the bor- 
oughs of New York City, hundreds of 
thousands of people pour into school 
auditoriums, church basements and de- 
funk movie houses to try their luck, once 
more, at attaining what they feel will be 
the answer to all their problems: a quick 
and easy escape route from the financial 
rut they live in. Leaving behind their 
children to watch television, and the 
unwashed supper dishes to soak til they 
return, the procession to the Bingo halls 
begins at about 6:30 pm on a very 
optimistic note. Tonight they may win. 
Tonight they feel lucky. Tonight's going 
to be their turn. Tonight their number is 
going to be called. Tonight...Yes, every- 
one is always optimistic before they go. 
The prospect of washing away all their 
unhappiness lies, for them, in “being able 
to pay off all the bills and start afresh.” 

Money is their most constant worry 
or, I should say, lack of money. Some- 
where, at some time, something went 
wrong. They signed themselves away to 
too many payments. The buy-now, pay- 
laters; the mortgages; the bank loan; the 
insurance; the record clubs; the car pay- 
ments; another bank loan; the Master 
Charge; the furniture payments; the va- 
cation...and now they want to be free of 
it. Now they want to wipe it all away in 
one fell swoop. To start anew. To be able 
to laugh with one another again instead 
of always fighting. Like they used to, 

The probability of them being able to 
do this is virtually nil, They, most likely, 
will just continue to work the $105 
takshome pay jobs for the rest of their 
lives. Their bills, most likely, will just 
continue to demand the $100 payments 


they cannot meet. Their future long ago 
was signed away for the electric can- 
open 

But they, Mr. and Mrs, Jackson 


Heights, or Bay Ridge, or for the sake of 


identification, Mr. and Mes. Jones, could 
not live out one day if they thought there 
was never going to be a way out. They 
have to keep scheming, keep buying 


lottery tickets, keep filling out the cross- 
word puzzles, keep trying their luck in 
any way they can, assured that one day 
they will win, One day it’s going to. be 
their turn. One day, “their ship is going 
to come in” with stacks of green-backs, 
free of charge. 

To this end they followup every 

Get-Rich-Quick scheme in existence. 
They support the lottery, New York's 
and New Jersey's and buy an Irish Sweep- 
stake's ticket annually. The OTB is one of 
their regular haunts and weekly they fill 
out the Sunday newspaper word-games 
that promise money. They have every 
edition of “How to Make a Million” and 
subscribe to the monthly magazine “The 
Future Millionaire.” 
But the most common, costly and 
addictive practice of all for the Joneses 
et them out of the hole” is their 
nightly jaunt to the Bingo Halls. How 
they ever started going in the first place is 
difficult to say but a good quess would be 
that a neighbor of the Joneses, also 
engaged in the 101-ways-to-strike-itrich 
plot, turned them on to it (a new 
phenomenon in the halls today are the 
second generation Bingo-ites; the children 
who have grown up, gotten married, 
gotten in debt, and followed their parents 
footsteps right into the nightly games). 

A few years ago the halls were filled 
with practically nothing but women; their 
nights at the halls often coinciding with 
their husbands nights “with the boys 
(playing poker?). Today however the 
game has turned into quite a family affair 
as bill-ridden couples go together each 
night to try their luck. It would be 

dsleading to think though, that this joint 


Yenture is an act of sharing an experience 
and therefore beneficial to the marriage 
Quite the contrary. From the moment 
they enter the halls, til the last number is 
called, their verbal exchange is limited t0 
about 5 minutes and usually consists of a 
repetition of just one thing: “All I needed 
was B11.” In addition, many relation- 
ships have shattered completely as a 
result of Bingo. Once a player becomes 
hooked on the game, nothing and nobody 
can stand in their way. 


Mr. and Mrs. Thomas started playing 
Bingo about a year ago and now sink on 
the average of $120 a week into the 
games. Their salary income is only about 
$100 a week forcing them to tum to 
other methods of supporting their habit. 
They admittedly have become hooked on 
playing but even during our interview 
expressed their desire to “go to a game 
Fight this minute.” 

“At first it seemed like a pleasant 
outlet and after all, in the beginning it 
‘only cost us about $3 each, the same as 
going to the movies. Within three months 
though, we got so good at it (this does 
‘not mean they were winning; they were 
simply able to play more boards and this 
fs a status symbol in the halls ~ the sign 
of a pro), it started costing us $16 a night 
to play. Our reasoning for going also 
changed, from it being an outlet to an 
actual source of income. We went for 
only one reason ~ to win, and if we 
didn’t we would leave miserable, often 
fighting with each other. But even if we 
won it wasn't enough. We could hardly 
wait 10 go back and win again. None of 
the money ever went for the unpaid bills 
that we supposedly were going to pay 
with our wins. Anything we made went 
right back into the game the next day. 

“We'd get so preoccupied with playing, 
(they don't call it gambling) that there 
are times we didn't change our clothes for 
a week, By the time we were going to 


Bingo for six months our marriage had 
completely deteriorated. Six o'clock 


$300 a month. Loretta spends over $350 
a month on Bingo. She goes to her local 
hall five nights a week and often takes the 
bus-ride to the Philadelphia Athletic Club 
to play there (the prizes are bigger in 
Philly), Her daughter, who was support- 
ing the household for the last year-and-a- 
half recently left home after a bitter 
argument; Loretta was stealing from her 
daughter's purse for money to go to 
Bingo. “I always was sure I'd win and be 
able to pay her back. I was plannin’ to 
surprise her with a real big sum of money, 
‘one of these days. 

Now that her daughter has loft, 
Loretta is in trouble, She hss pawned 
everything pawnable, borrowed from 
every last friend to the point where they 
now avoid her, and is facing eviction if 
she doesn’t pay her $79 rent which is 
now two months in arrears, Loretta 
realizes Bingo is the source of all her 
problems but has no apparent plans for 
giving it up. “One of these days I'm 
gonna win and then everything's gonna be 
alright.” 

‘When Gambler's Anonymous formed 
their prison groups they found more than 
fone person who had started with Bingo. 
Should Loretta continue her pattern it is 
very likely she will end up stealing from 
more than just her daughter's purse to 
keep playing, 


Artie not only goes to Bingo but 


shoots crap, bets on the horses and plays, 


cards regularly. He frequents the Bingo 


Halls the most though because of its great 


population of “suckers.” Artie is a Con- 


Artist. He will sit next to you at the halls 


for two or three weeks, gradually be- 


coming friendlier but never too pushy, 


After a while, he will invite you out for 


coffee after the game or start offering 


you rides home in his car, Artie is 


remarkably charming at first, and before 


you know it you are going out of your 


‘way to sit at his table, Once he sees this, 
he's ready to act. 
‘Oné night after the game he will get 


‘would come around and we couldn't talk 


you alone and throw his line: “Gee, can 


fo each other, couldn't look at each 


you help me out until next week. I spent 


other. Both of us had the same thing on 
our minds — to go to Bingo. All the 
promises the night before about stopping 
it went right down the drain at six. By 
six-thirty we'd decide we should go be- 
cause a night out would probably do us 
good. OF course we'd had a night out 
every night for the past few months and 
quite a few afternoons as well but that 
was never mentioned. We'd po, spend 
about $25-$30 (notice how “good they 
are getting”), most probably lose and 
come home cursing, each of us blaming 
the other for talking us into going. 

“Our marriage became a wreck. The 
love in our lives left and was replaced by 
lies, arguments and accusations. We 
started suspecting one another of stealing 
money to go play on their own. On top 


ore than 1 should have these past few 
nights, you know what I mean (and they 
always do), and, I'm embarrassed to ask 
you but, I spent the rent money and...if 
you could just lend me — (he usually 
‘breaks into tears at this point), excuse 
me, I shouldn't get this upset but it's just 
that I'm liable 10 get thrown out of my 
apartment if 1 don't have $200. by 
tomorrow, and, oh — I shouldn't ask you 
but I just don’t know who else to turn to 


and... Continued on 
con 


Poge 20 


of it all we were broke. Bingo, the 


supposed means by which to solve our 
problems gave us more of a financial 
burden than we'd even had before. We've 
pawned anything we could get rid of to 
bring in some cash just to continue 
playing. Why am I talking in the past 
tense, we're still doing it 

“Why,” I asked Mrs. Thomas, “do you 
still continue playing when you realize 
what it has done to you?” “Well, we've 
got to try and get back some of what we 
Tost, don’t we?” 

Mr. and Mrs. Thomas are not unusual 
In any hall you enter there are hundreds 
of people in the same predicament: few 
are as Frank. 


Loretta has been playing for five years. 
She is a widow and her sole income is 
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ON THE BEAT 


by Ray Schultz 
‘THE QUEENS 8 


While city officials rave on about 
Correction Commissioner George 
McGrath's black replacement, 8 men who 
Participated in the riots atthe Branch 
Queens jailhouse in Long Island City in 
1970 will be brought to trial on 7 counts 
apiece of kidnapping, conspiracy and 
other charges. Defended by Jethro 
Eisenstein, they included Lamumba 
Shakur, Kinchasa, James Capers, Johnny 
Powell, Jack Danials, und Robert Drake, 
Kenneth Sender and Victor Martinis who 
took part in the press conference in the 
courtyard the second day of the riot and 
Publicly denounced George McGrath as a 
liar to his face. Promised no reprisals by 
McGrath, the defendants were beaten 
with the other prisoners after the jail was 
Feeaptured, and now they face this trial, 
which is expected to be long and bitter, 
Three of the 8 are free on $15,000 bail 
The proceedings will take place in the 
Queens County Courthouse in Kew 
Gardens. . 


CITY MARSHALS 


Jif direct contradiction of its previous 
position, City Hall this week announced 
the appointment of five more city 
marshals, those public bandits. who prey 
'upon the poor in the city 

Appointed by the mayor for six-year 
terms of office, the marshals are as 
‘officers of the civil court,” empowered 
to collect on all civil judgements under 
$10,000, receiving approximately $7 
for each paper served, pius 5 percent of 
all__monies collected. Under previous 
administrations, the coveted badges were 


given out as political favors to clubhouse 
hacks, supporting a vast system of 
Patronage, resulting in shoddy service and 
‘Wholesale exploitation of the poor. Some 
marshals make upwards of $100,000 a 
‘year, and several are related by blood or 
‘marriage. The new appointments indicate 
that the mayor intends to fill all 84 stots 
in the system, many of them vacant for 
the past four years since he began 
investigating the matter. Since turing 
democrat, Lindsay has taken a particular 
interest in appointing new marshals, in 
fact, one of his recent appointees is a man 
named Humberto Aponte, who was 
lected last fall as a Democratic district 
leader with funds provided by the 
Lindsay campaign organization. 

‘The new marshals are: 

Donald Joseph Harley, 321 Avenue C, 
Manhattan 

Jerome S. Janof (whose father, Philip 
1. Janof, just retired as a marshal), 264 
East Broadway, Manhattan 

Anthony E,  Malito, 
Broadway, Manhattan 

Willian Richard Marks, 139021 85th 
Drive, Jamaiex, Queens 

George Rivers, 724 Commonwealth 
Avenue, the Bronx 


MILITARY RIPOFF 


One of the biggest and most easy 
ripofts in the country is wrought each 
Year out of that favorite all-time sicker, 
the American enlisted man, Wherever 
large numbers of our fighting men are 
gathered you will find an accompanying 
fleet of wily salesmen and easy-credit 
shylocks eager for payday. The worst 
thing about it is that it goes on not only 
With the knowledge but usually with the = 
full sanction of the brass. It begins in 


425 West 


TOO SOON VE GE 


TOO 


by Rev. Thomas King Foreade 


Thomas Forcade, Projects Director of 
the Underground Press Syndicate and 
Waihington correspondent of the New 
York Ace, recently reactivated his suit 
against Abbie Hoffman. Since the 
beginning of the “Steal this Book" 
controversy, Forcade has made no public 
statement. This is his first and hopefully, 
hhe says, “final” attempt to answer the 
riddles that pervade the affair 


In November, 1970, Abbie Hoffinan 
contacted me and asked me to form a 
Partnership with him, later called Pirate 
Editions, and to arrange for publication 
of a book called Steal This Book. | did not 
know at this time nor until months later 
that lzak Haber had actually written the 
book and been ripped off for it, or 1 
would have refused to participate at all. 
At any rate, we then drew up a contract 
which provided me with 8% of the first 
20,000 books and 4% théfeafters This 
contract was to be typed and retuned for 
‘my signature. By a long and complicated 
series of stalls and deceptions, this con- 
tract was never returned to me. Hoffman 
was in an extreme hurry to get his book 
out before Rubin's and so I went ahead 
on the book rather than delay it> over 
what I felt was a petty business point. 

Within five weeks, I had completed or 
commissioned and arranged for the com- 
pletion of the editing, rewriting, up- 
dating, indexing, illustrating, layout, 
typesetting, paste-up, printing, distri- 
bution, promotion, and advertising 


LATE VE GETS 


When one of Hoffman's business mana- 
gers, Gustin Reichbach, informed me that 
he wished to buy out my share of the 
book. I correctly estimated that the book 
would sell $00,000 copies, making my 
share worth $50,560, however, I didn’t 
want to wait until the book sold a half 
million s0 1 offered to take a walk for 
$5,000. At first, we all agreed that $5,000 
was an eminently fair figure, but then 
Hoffman informed me that my editing 
was “terrible” and so on, Mr. Lefcourt 
began a series of double deals. Negotia- 
tions dragged on, 

At this time, I had in my possession 
the only finished manuscript, the only 
finished galleys, the photographs, illustra- 
tions, cover, cartoons, and all other ma- 
terial necessary for the book. Since at this 
Point I still believed in the book itself as a 
“cause,” I did not want it to be delayed 
in an argument over money. Therefore, 1 
tured the material over to the produc- 
tion people, and assisted them without 
pay in getting the book out. As soon as 1 
had done this, Lefcourt refused any 
further calls from me. 

Shortly after this, the New Nation 
symbol was removed from the cover, and 
a photo of Mr. Hoffman substituted. Tak 
Haber’s name was removed, and Hoff- 
‘man’s name doubled in size and moved to 
the top. A series of photographs of 
Hoffman inside were quadrupled in size. 
My urgent request that a couple of 
incorrect bomb diagrams be revised was 
ignored, and the book was printed. Where 
Vhad argued for a maximum $1.25 price 


Boot Camp when the young boot is sold 
yearbooks, photographs and other 
memorablia by salesmen who are 
somehow allowed to break the generally 
sirict quarantine, and continues well past 
the time he is sent to the Nam. On every 
street of every town he passes, the 
hawkers are out there appealing to his 
‘worst instincts, luring him into financial 
disaster with 2 collection of worthless 
junk, and if he is married, his spouse is 
hounded into sly easy credit deals. 
Ironically, if he is late on payment, his 
commanding officer will be notified, and 
the man will be disciplined, and if he is 
repeatedly delinguent he may actually be 
discharged from the service as a poor 
credit risk! 

Pethaps the worst of the lot is an 
outfit called Tyrell’s Jeweler’s, which 
‘operates a chain in service towns from 
coast 10 coast, specializing in “the finest 
cut stones."" This despicable company 
Used to-lure young soldiers and sailors 
into the store on the grounds that inside 
was a "Buddy book,” where a young 
feliow could check to see if any of his 
hometown friends had been around (if 
they Were, they were almost surely 
soak#d), Once he has you in the store, the 
salesman begins a wellrehearsed rap 
about motherhood and love and marriage, 
and many homesick youths are conned 
into buying @ precious stone with “no 
down payment, 36 weeks to pay." 

As the Vietnam war escalated, so did 
Tyrel’s profits. Soon a small, ag-draped 
coffin was featured in the front window, 
studded with diamonds, and with the 
inscription; “In the event of death on 
‘active duty, we stamp the account paid in 
full, This is the least we can do for any 
man who has given his life for his 


country. We salute and pay tribute to 
fises brave. ime, our customers, who 
hav given their lives during the Vietnam 
wa. “Below this message is alist of dead 
soldiers and sailors divided by the year 


their deaths. 


When this campaign wore thin, Tyrel’s 


began sporting a new line of peace pins, 
and instead of the 
Psychedelic posters and whatnot in the 


windows. But late last summer, groups of 


enlisted men in California and Texas took 
exception, and simultaneously begat 
boycotting and picketing the stores in 
such service towns as San Diego and, 
‘Texas. At first, Tyrell’s closed shop 
during the picketing and tried to ignore 
the whole thing (although 
feverishly sought out ways to halt the 
demonstrators for good). These were the 
demands: 

I. An end to sidewalk soliciting and 
high pressure salesmanship 

2 An end to the exploitation of 
homsesicknes 

3. An end to the use of the “Buddy 
Books” and the Vietnam honor roll 

4. An end to the use of the military a8 
@ bill collector 


5. A letter, written and signed by 
Tyrell’s head office, stating that the 
ands will be met nationwide. 


Officials from the company attended 
meetings with the men and agreed to 
some of the demands, but as of the 


Present they have not offered anything 
substantial in the way of concessions. But 
the organizers of the boycott are 


confident that business will continue to 
fall apart for the store, and eventually 
Tyrell’s will have 10 come to terms with 
the men they have been ripping off for 
yea 


TS OLD UND 


It was obvious why they wanted to 
consolidate control, No person of any 
integrity would have permitted the trav- 
sty which took place. 

Lefeourt claimed the contract was 
never in writing, but T later produced the 
contract, on his own stationery, with his 
own handwriting on it. He denied ever 
having heard of Forman or me, and 
Lefeourt denied we had introduced the 
book to Grove. Later Karpel called Reich- 
bach, who had not been pre-coached as 
he was not expected to testify. Reichbach 
inadvertently confirmed that he had 
introduced the book to Grove, making 
Lefcourt and Zimmerman baldfaced liars. 
1 was not allowed to cross-examine either 
Lefeourt or Zimmerman at any time. 
Further, any requests that Lefeourt, Hof. 
fan, and Grove bring their records into 
Lefcourt. Therefore, I paid 2 straight 
lawyer $300 and he filed suit, 

After the suit had been pending several 
months, I had a series of discussions with 
Rex Weiner, who constituted the entire 
staff of the now defunct Pirate Editions. 
Weiner filled the mail orders each day. We 
agreed that arbitration would be 
preferable to litigation. In fact, 1 had 
written an arbitration clause into our 
original contract. 1 proposed a three 
Person panel and suggested Mayer 
Vishner and Craig Karpel. 1 had met 
Karpel and Vishner twice briefly. Karpel 
suggested Dr. Howard Levy, whom T had 
never met. agreed to these three because 
1 did not know them personally, but 1 
knew of them. The plan was presented to 


SHMART 


at this time that Vishner had worked 
intimately with Hoffman on the WPAX 
farce and that Karpel_ was Hoffman's 
friend. 

Afier about three months of mo 
response from Lefcourt and Hoffman, 1 
contacted three different movement law- 
yers to represent me. Each neatly shed 
their principles and declined to become 
involved, saying they didn't want to get 
on the wrong side of Hoffman and 
court were ignored by them and covered 
up by the judges. 

My witnesses were Melany Thum, Ron 
Rosembaum, Izak Haber, and Michael 
Forman, They testified, and were made 
available later for cross-examination. 
Afterwards, we agreed that no witnesses 
would be interrogated until the next 
session. The next day I found that Amber 
Wilcock had been called by Dr. Howard 
Levy. 1 immediately confronted Levy 
with this information. At first he denied 
it, but finally admitted it, but denied any 
wrongdoing. One of the judges had been, 
caught lying. The day previous, Vishner 
had attempted to privately question a 
witness, until caught. What little faith 1 
had in the proceedings was fading rapidly. 

At the beginning of the heanngs, at 
the request of the court, [had submitted 
4 10 page single spaced account of the 
event. At the end of it, 1 asked the judges 
if they could find a single inaccuracy or 
falsehood in my account. They could not. 

After the last session, there was a long 
wait of about three weeks until the judges 
could meet to development their jude- 


1 was neither unhappy nor surprised in pocketbook, st was issued at $1 Hoffman, and he agreed. I did not know Continied 00 Fage 22 
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cir legal staff 


_ROAD TO BELFAST/PART II 


by Pat Morris 

When 1 stepped out fo the Great 
Victoria Station im Belfast at 8:30 pm 1 
walked into enough blackness and fog for 
fen Sherlock Holmes movies. 1 


freezing. and 1 couldn't see. 1 finally 
found a taxi stand. 

I want 10 go to 44 Northwick Drive.” 

“Where's that?” 

In Ardoyne 

“Oh, no, lady, None of us is going én 
there 

It took a minute to register. 1 was a 
stranger in an occupied city. no one was 
expecting me, 1 couldn't sce, and | had no. 
way of getting to where I was going. I felt 


in my pocket for my retum ticket to 
Dublin. It would be easy to hop*back on 
the train. But dammit, Pd come this fat. 1 
‘might as well get on with it. With my best 
helpless little girl act, (which was less of 
an act than a reality), 1 convinced one 
driver to take me 

We drove slowly through the 
blackness, the driver nervously looking in 
all directions as he drove. No use taking 
unnecessary chances. The streets in 
Ardoyne were completely black. The 
soldiers had shot out all the street lights, 
and cars are not allowed to us 
headlights. We pulled up to a shop to get 
change. Soldiers in camouflage suits lined 
the streets, their guns pointed at a small 
crowd on the comer. There guns were 
big! It’s almost impossible to describe the 
Visual shock of having guns that size 
pointed at you. I crouched in the back of 
the eab, and couldn't hid my relief when 
the driver came back and we left for 
Northwick Drive. An hour later there was 
shooting on that corner 

We finally found the house. Walk in, 
greetings, give news from America, have 
tea, meet the family. Just like visiting 


anywhere in the world. Except that this 
family lives in the midst of repression, 
terrorism and death. 

The house is crowded, like all working 
class Irish homes. Mother, Father, and 


children sleep like sardines. Also, an older 
daughter and her 
August, when 3 group of Orange fanatics 
burned her house to the ground, 
destroying everything she owned except a 
souveneit ashtray (from a trip to the 
U.S.) and one medal that belonged to her 
dead husband. Everything else is gone. 
‘She may eventually get her home back. 
Although the government refused to give 
money, private donations are supplying 
some material, and a group of volunteers, 
led by Sean Cooney of the Ardoyne 
Relief Committee, and Father Fernando, 
a Catholic priest/African 
missionary/bricklayer, are slowly 
reroofing the buildings that burned. 

But for now she is in her parent's 
house, the house with the blinds tightly 
closed and the bare bulb in the hallway, 
which provides the only light on the 
street. People finally fit their halls at 
Christmas time, in the hope it would 
prevent old people and children from 
falling into the craters that line the road, 
or tripping over a soldier hidden in the 
bushes. 

At night people stay in their homes. 
Most of the pubs were blown up long ago. 
Those that stand are raided so frequently 
that people are nervous. You can very 
well go out for a drink and wind up in 
Long Kesh or on the Maidstone Not 
exactly a pleasant way fo end an evening. 

Ardoyne has always been a poor 
neighborhood — the average wage is £10. 
before heavy taxes. Now it is poorer: 
many familes are living on what they had 
before their men were interned. Cual cost 
almost 3 pounds per week: food prices 
are about on a par with New York City 


son moved in last 


wed. They are not paying gas and 
clectricity bills. This, says an official IRA. 
man hiding in Dublin, “is the most 
revolutionary thing happening in 
Northern Ireland today.” At pregarranged 
times, signs appear outside the houses 
reading “THE OCCUPANTS OF. THIS 
HOUSE BELIEVE INTERNMENT 
WITHOUT TRIAL 1S UNJUST. 
RELEASE INTERNEES NOW™ Brive 
words in a country where 
ming is f0 sign one's prison Warrant 
Ardoyne is. a (earful 


ister Christmas cards, grim reminders that the holidays were spent 
by many in ats, concentration camps, and wliet centers, 


people gladly shell out whatever they can 
spare when children knock on the door at 
night to collect money for the building 
fund, for clothes for the internees, and 
for relief for the internees' families. 
Ardoyne is a resitiant neighborhood. 


IRISH FREEDOM YEAR 


Life goes on, with a remarkable sense of 
. NG KERN CONCENTRATION CAMP, 
humor. An armored car full of | ‘Ne Me™ ne 
uiseunn, 
sun-pointing soldiers slowly and 


menacingly makes it way down the street; | _**** 


inside the house a pet parskett marches 
back and forth in its cage, crying, “Up Almost everyone is the enemy. Not 
the rebels! Up the rebels!” We make jokes paranoia -teality. The people in Ardoyne 
about the British interning the parakect, know that the working Protestant i being 
Meanwhile the soldiers ate tramping up used by’ the politicians to keep a corrupt 
and down the stairs of the house next government in power. ‘They know. the 
door, sipping apart beds on the off Ulster Volunteer Force, a group. of 
chance an IRA “terrorist” is sewn into Unionist Vigilantes not unlike the KKK, 
the mattress. The army has warned that is a product of ignorance and unfounded 
children carrying toy guns are liable to be feat. But is that comfort. to 1 mother 
shot on sight, yet the children follow whose small son has had UVE carved inte 
soldiers about in the rain, yelling “Quack! his arm with broken glass? They know 
Quack!” Anything to make life bearable. that the Orange Order is a group of 

Ardoyne is a cohesive neighborhood. — misguided bigots, but that doesn't help 
Ail the people are on rent and rate strike; while you're waiching them burn your 
and_will_be until the internees are house to the ground, They know that 


[THE sPeciaL powers ACT OF NORTHERN IRELAND 


Under the act the authorities are empowered to: 

1. Arrest without warrant 

2. Imprison without charge or trial and deny recourse 10 habeus corpus or a 
court of law 

3, Enter and search homes without warrant, and with force, at any hours of the 
day or night 

4. Declire a curfew and prohibit meetings, assemblies (including fairs and 

markets) and processions; 

Permit punishment by fogging: 

Deny claim to a trial by jury: 

Arrest persons it is desired to examine as witnesses, forcibly detain them and 

compel them to answer questions, under penalties, even if answers may 

incriminate them. Such a person is guilty of an offense if he refuses to be 

‘sworn or answer a question. 

8. Do any act involving interference with the rights of private property: 

9. Prevent access of relavites or legal advisers to a person imprisoned without 
trial; 

10. Prohibit the holding of an inquest after a prisoner's death 

11. Attest a person who by “word of mouth” spreads false reports or makes false 
statements, 

12. Prohibit the circulation of any newspaper 

13. Prohibit the possession of any film or gramophone record, 

14, Arrest a person who does anything “calculated 10 be prejudicial to the 
Preservation of peace or maintenance of order in Northern Ireland and not 
specifically provided for in the regulations.” 
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Politicians have beautiful phrases like 
“peace” and “self-determination” and 
“reconeitiation,” but they also know that 
every politician is using theit misery fo 
their own goals. They know that some of 
the soldiers are young, ignorant, and 


scared; but nevertheless the soldiers are 
shouting obscenities at their mothers, 
beating their children, and taking their 
fathers, sons, and. brothers tosLong Kesh 
concenteation camp. They know that the 
soldiers are building a new concentration 
camp in Derry, in Which to hold even. 

ore innocent men, They Know that 
“democracy” is a nice word, but they 
have seen the majority. systematically 
deny them y decent life They know 
people say the courts ae for their 
protection, but they have seen men 
Aeclared innocent in a court of law, only 
to be picked up outside the courtroom 
and interned anyway. 

They know that the LR.A 
occasionally hurts innocent civilians. But 
fon the night of August 9, 1971, when 
Ardoyne houses were burning, while 
British soldiers stood by and watched, 
and armed mobs were clasing in on the 
People, LR.A. men were the only ones 
defending the old, the women, and the 
children of this Belfast neighborhood. 

Ardoyne is not a pleasant place to live. 
It isn't fun t0 see your friends die. It isn’t 
fun to hear explosions and gunfire in the 
night. It hurts. to watch your children 
gr0W up thinking bloodspilling is the 
normal way of life, It hurts to visit your 
friends in a concentration camp, and it 
hurts more to be told not to visit them 
again because in all likelihood the army 
will decide to keep you there too. It 
drives you crazy to spend night after 
1 in front of your own fire, not 
daring to go out. It’s nerve wracking to 
walk down the street, and look up and 
realize that no matter which way youwalk: 
there will be a rifle pointing at you. It's 
frightening to read a letter, supposedly 
written by a soldier on duty in Belfast 


fe would like to praise the Protestant 

tion of the province, but more 
especially Belfast, they have shown great 
restraint over these troubled times, and 
have not acted in the manner that the 
mals of the LRA. planned..it is 
‘common knowiedge amongst most of the 
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There es little for necessities. And yet the 
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FACE THE ACE 


WOUNDED NEWARK COP CRITIC TALKS : 


by Louise Tallmer 


Ron Porambo's written a book that's made some 
people so mad, they're out gunning for him. It's hard 
to imagine why anybody would want to hurt Poram- 
bo, much less shoot at him. He looks like a sweet- 
heart whose worst crime might be finger-popping. But 
some guys tried to shoot him on December 7th. They 
only got the car. They tried again on January 13th. 
This time they got Porambo in the legs. But Porambo 
managed to shoot back and get one of them. And all 
because he wrote a book. You'd think that a quiet 
Tittle activity like writing a book would guarantee 
oblivion with all those heavy action Hemingway, 
Godfather, types. But no. 

‘You see Ron Porambo was lucky. He happened to 
be born in Newark, and he happened to be a reporter 
and he happened to be living in Newark at the time 
of the riots. And he noticed that a disproportionate 
namber of black people got killed in the riots (and 
before, and after) and that most of them were killed 
just because they were standing in the wrong place. 
But because the killers were cops, nothing was ever 
done about those murders. 

‘So Ron wrote a book, NO CAUSE FOR INDICT- 
MENT: An Autopsy of Newark. In it he tells about 
the cornuption in Newark, the police brutality, the 
13,319 rounds of ammo that were fired by the 
various forms of police in the 1967 riot, the 23 
people that were killed — 21 of them black, 

‘The cumulative effect of the book is stupendous. 
T started reading it, thinking it was going to be 
another one of those dreary little social justice num- 
bers, but about three quarters of the way through I 
‘was weeping for all those victims, 

Ron Porambo's out of the hospital now, and 
although he walks with a limp, he looks pretty good. 
He came to New York yesterday to talk to his editor. 
I arranged to interview him there, (Won't catch me 
going to Newark!) We talked in a glassenclosed cage 
at Holt, Rinehart Winston, on Madison Avenue. 

Q: The newspapers implied that the first shooting 
attempt on Dec. 7th was a publicity stunt, didn’t 
they? 

A. Well, they didn’t, The Newark police did, and they 
took it from there. Newspaper reporters don't know 
anything anyway. Most of the time they just do 
joumalism by police report. They'll write whatever 
the police tell them to write, They don't do an 
investigation on their own. Mostly they don’t have 
time. It’s just the system of mass communications, 
that’s the way it is. 

Q: What happened after the second shooting. What 
‘kind of followup was there by the police? 

A. They were very, very disturbed. Very distrubed 
about some comments I've made, the Washington 
Post has made. I believe they're doing what they can 
do, 


Do you think they're gonna try to guard you 
now? 

‘A. No. I don't want them to, Not at all. Except 1 
told them if 1 need somebody, I'm gonna ask for 
somebody and I want him. They drive by the house 
all the time. I can give you an example of what I'm 
talking about: one o'clock in the morning I hear a 
car stop in front of my house and just sit there 
running, for 15 minutes. It’s a goddam police car. 
That's not a help, I just want them to go by the 
house. That's all. Just cruise by the house, shine a 
Hight. 

Q Do you think you know who shot you? 

A. Oh, Italians. 

Q: The Imperiale group? 

A. Oh, he’s respectable now. I think it's this combin- 
ation, the camaraderie between the Newark police 
and Imperiale’s people, I'll never forget that there 
‘was an unmarked police car that was following me. 
That’s all I need. 1 do not trust them. Newark police 
are incapable of investigating themselves. They always 
have been and they always will be. Not only that but 
the prosecutors office detectives, it's the same damn 
thing, they will not investigate Newark police. This 
has changed slightly now because of the niew police 
director, Redden. 

Q You mention in the book that you 

A. Oh yeah 

©: Do you have children? 

A, Three. 

Q: Why ‘do you go on living in Newark after all 
that’s happened? 


‘A. Oh I Jove Newark. I'm very much a part of 
Newark. See it’s nice to be @ part of something. I 
want to be a part of something. That's very import- 
ant to me. When I want to lay down and croak I'll 
0 to Florida somewhere. I don’t have any money 
now anyway. People think that people who write 
books have money. I have $153 left in my savings 
account. I don’t owe anybody. That’s the important 
thing. I don’t owe anybody. I have about $6,000 left 
on the mortgage on the house. Actually when you 
say why do you stay — I haven't got much choice, 
now that I think of it, But I love Newark. Oh man, it 
fascinates me, just fascinates me. 

Q: Did you always live there? 

A: I was born there but I've been away for a long 
time, and I came back in the latter part of °67, 1 
always wanted to come back. See it's been my 
lifetong ambition — since I got out of college — to 
write a column for the Newark Star-Ledger. You 
could divide my career or my life into three stages: 
Coming of age, whatnot, you know, boxing, college, 
whatnot, 

Q: Do you think that there’s gonna be another riot 
in Newark? 

A. Riot? Oh no. No, the day of the big scale riot is 
gone. There’s not gonna be another riot in Newark, 
there’s not gonna be another riot anywhere I don't 
think, It’s funny how history works. It works in 
Patterns. I feel this myself just looking at Newark 
and looking at the other cities in the country_T think 
Tor one thing, blacks have learned that the only 
Persons that get hurt are themselves. It's slaughter. 
It's crazy to go up against that. 

What you have now is these isolated guerrilla 
attacks which have been occuring all year: Like the 
couple of policemen shot to death here in New York. 
This type of thing. Detroit 100. This'll go on and 
this'll get worse. I just hope that whites,can under- 


stand what these people are angry at. As far as blacks 
getting slaughtered — every month somebody 
‘the process just goes right through the grand jury 
system. Whai we have is institutionalized murder. B\ 
this is our legal system, I can’t understand it. And 
fet Jesus when a cop gets shot ~ my god, You know 
it's hideous — a cop gets shot in the back, and it’s 
hideous. Murdered. Slaughtered. And it goes from 
coast to coast. It's fantastic, Yet people just do not 
lunderstand that this same thing happens in reverse on 
@ much greater scale. Tt happens all the time. It 
happens so much of the time that it's just a way of 
life as far as blacks are concerned. Nothing’s gonna 
change. It's just gonna go on and on like this. And 


it'll get a little worse. As it did last year. Since the 
Hots there's been a steady increase of attacks on 


As far as Newark is concerned, I've never seen 3 
group of blacks more powerless. And they still are as 
far as physical violence is concerned. It's very rare 
that a Newark police officer gets shot. Very rare 
indeed. Two of them got shot a couple of 
. Maybe 20. They got them in a 
stolen car and the kids just started shooting, and two 


By 18-year-old ki 


Police were wounded. They didn't die. But 
rare that a Newark police officer will get shot 
Talking about powerlessness — Jesus they just 
can’t get themselves together as far as any militancy 
is concerned. Newark is one place, as far as I'm 
concerned, where the blacks just are not militant. 


A. Oh Jesus, 65% non-white or better. You know the 
Whites are leaving that city every day. 

Q: Do you think you'll get in trouble about the 
‘you didn’t have a permit for? 

A. Yeah. Eventually. First they're gonna let it coot 
of T think they'll get me for possession. 1 don't 


know whether they can get me for shooting it or not, 
They got the clip. They got the four empty shells. 

Q You don't know who the guy is? : 
A. No — thete’s no doubt in my mind where ‘it 
comes from. But I don't know who the individual 
might be. I don’t wanna know. 

Q Aren't you afraid? 

A. Yeah. I'm afraid. 

Q: What do you do about it? 

A. 1 just live, These people have 2 modus operandi, 
You know what they'te gonna do. For instance, 
there's no sense my being afraid now. There’s no 
sense my being afraid in the daylight. There's no 
sense my being afraid to go to Hackensack. 1 know 
what T can do and what I can’t do. The places I go, 1 
know when something's wrong. Because I'm with 
blacks most of the time. Black bars in Newark. So 
anybody looking for you automatically sticks out. So 
I don’t worry about that. You look what’s following 
you, what's behind you all the time. 

Q: What makes it possible for you to identify with 
the black community and to be accepted by them? 

A. Well, you know my wife is black. My wife comes 
from Tennessee. I found her in Tennessee. Married 7 
years, got three kids, 1 don’t wanna talk on it — but 
I eat black, 1 sleep: black, I love black, I go to black 
bars, 1 yet my hair cut in black barbershops. P'm 
black, see. Black is just a color. It's your lifestyle 
You are what you eat. Understand? I have a couple 
of white friends that I talk to. My life is not run by 
color. Most of my friends by choice are black. I have 
some white friends. I don’t see them often, I like 
black women very much, so I'go where black women 
are, 1 love to shoot pool, I like to drink in bars, 
When they jokingly say “white nigger” —that's ex: 
actly what Iam. 

Q: How come you grew up this way instead of into 
ant Imperiale follower? 

A. Black fighters is what did it, when I was a kid. 
(Porambo was « Golden Gloves Welterweight fighter.) 
1 was 15. You know you go down to the gym, Right, 
And you got not just kids but from amateur fighters 
to professional fighters — like Jimmy Carter. He used 
to be a lightweight champion of the world. Jimmy 
Carter and Wallace Bud Smith. You meet these fellas, 
and for some reason these fellas are very very nice to 
white kids — boxing and whatnot. I have vivid 
memories when I was just starting how there was a 
difference between the humility and the class that 


blacks show in the boxing ring, that whites are 
incapable of. 

Q: Do you think the same kind of corruption exists 
in New York as Newark? 

‘A. Oh yeah, every big city. Newark can be bad, it 
can be very bad. But it's much safer than New York 
as far as I can see. 

Going back to Addonizio's day, nothing could be 
more corrupt than Newark. Remember all the Mafia 
people — New Jersey was, and probably still is, the 
capital for the Mafis. Everybody knows that, they're 
all over the Jersey shore, 


@ Does LeRoi Jones have a political organization? 
A. Oh, you kiddin? Jones-és political organization, A 
very potent force. The most potent black force in 
Newark. Jones now is out to tum Newark into the 
black citadel of black nationalism. Black nationalism 
is his bag now, that’s what it’s all about. Gibson owes 
hhis election to LeRoi Jones. Best workers in the 
world. No pay. They were working non-stop for 
months and months trying to get people to register 
to vote. I understand they got some federal money 
for it too. There was some question of what hap- 
Pened to all that money. Jones could be sitting 
somewhere in a penthouse right now. That's the great 
thing about LeRoi Jones. You can't take that away 
from him, 


Q: What's gonna happen to you in the future? 
A. I'll be doing exactly the same thing I've always 
done. Only instead of writing. it’s film. I've got to 
learn how to produce film for Channel 13. A Newark 
Paper would never hire me. That's all I wanted, and 
it's funny how it came out. In the book I just pulled 
‘out all the plugs and I put the editors names in there. 

You know newspapers don’t wanna run the truth, 
Any medium that depends upon advertising for its 
sustenance, you know it’s very very hard to make it 
‘and to maintain a compatability with truth, 

‘There are very few things I could do. If you want 
to know the pathetic truth, I'm not a talented 
person. It’s true. I just have a certain talent for doing 
8 specific thing. And this is what gets me by and as I 
say, that’s what T've been doing. T was supposed to 
be hired by the New York Times cause when Butter- 
field got roughed up in a Board of Education meeting 
and they took him out of Newark, it was the most 
‘natural thing in the world to hire me, Here's a guy 
who wrote a book on Newark, who lives in Newark, 


and here's our New York Times correspondent — 
Right? And then they looked back and said Geez, 
this ‘guy's been arrested! He was arrested by the 
Police for bribery. So that was it. After I heard that, 
1 said Ah Jesus, the great New York Times. Then f 
started believing the things Nat Hentoff says about 
them, It’s true. 

About my pessimism, I'm just being realistic. 1 see 
the riot and I see a black mayor and I see what's 
happened since then, and as far as those blacks are 
concemed. they're still powerless. And nothing's 
fonna change that. Jesse Jackson has the right ides 
and Saul Alinsky, people like that. You have to have 
economic power. It takes a real kind of man to keep 
‘on going forward. It’s easy for people like me to sit 
back and say well, nothing's done, nothing's being 
done. This is my function, this is what I do best. 
This is what T feel 1 can do. 

1 just feel very pessimistic. You don't get any- 
thing from anybody unless you beat them over the 
head or you strangle them or you try and extort it. 1 
can't see much good happening in Newark. 

Q Do you think there ate going to be any more 
attempts on you? 

A. Well all T can say is one, 1 don't like to think 
about it, and two, I'm careful no matter where | g0 
and three, 1 hope not, 

1 gotta get another gun. I'l tell you that. I'm 
‘worried about that. Cause I'm hot. I can't get a gun. 
I's 4 defensive weapon, that’s the way I look at it 
You don’t want to hurt anybody, you don't want to 
kill anybody. Bur it’s & tremendous benefit. That's 
why I don’t think there's gonna be another attempt. 
‘These guys don't wanna get shot. They know I have 
4 gun and I can use it. They're not crazy. Nobody 
wants to get shot over proving a point. 

Now, if anything happens to me, heads will roll, 
there's no question about that. Now it's in the 
interests of the police to protect me. It 1s indeed in 
their interests. 

Q One of the amazing things about the book js the 
families of these people that were killed — they're so 
accepting. 

A. That's the whole thing — hurting on the inside, 
that’s the whole thing. That's the way of life. Just 
another facet of life which they have to accept, 
That's what white people don’t understand. If they 
could understand that, then they could understand 
why some of these white cops get killed. 


ACE photo by Rich Balague 
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LATIMER BEATS ARMY 


by D.A. Latimer 


‘All right men.’ The fat rust-coloured sergeant swept 
into the dressing room trailing a cluster of white- 
smocked interns like the Pope accompanied by the 
College of Cardinals, vouschafed us this one command, 
and swept out to other important matters. “Take off all 
your clothes,” he directed, enunciating carefully, ’ex- 
‘cept for your shoes and socks and underwear. Then 
hang your clothes over your arm.” Roger, over and out. 
Che pasa? “Uh...Divest-s vous son habliment, si? No, 
that’s not right. Trip! Like this, Savvy, amigo?” 
Monkey see, monkey do. Before long we were all jined 
up in impressive formation, our outer garments draped 
across our forearms, stripped to the underwear since 
getting out of high school. 

It kind of worried me, noticing that behold 1 was 
the only side of beef in the whole induction line that 
wasn’t wearing at least a jockstrap. Always they had 
told me stories, in my youth, dreadful stories of how 
you were stripped stark naked at your draft physical, 
and prodded about the balls with calipers and rum- 
‘maged up the fundament with a rubber forefinger and 
‘made to piss a half-dozen times on command, all in the 
humiliated nude with induction personnel making 
sordid wisecracks about the size of your cock. This 
‘prospect at the time had seemed quite horrifying—and 
more than a little tantalizingand Pd anticipated it 
with a certain amount of dread. But having at length 
emerged from. puberty with no particularly queer 
tendencies, overt or subvert, public nakedness was no 
great terror for me. 

But, I had been lied to, betrayed. They didn’t make 
you strip nude, And that unsettled me, see, as I stood 
there like a comical clotheshanger, plucked-chicken 
nude but for brown desert shoes and dirty thin grey 
calf-length socks, the veins running blue streaks under 
fishbelly flesh lightly speckled with occasional hairs, 
was this: what was that fat freckled rust-coloured sow 
of a sergeant going to do when he saw me like this, 
already out of uniform as it were, manifestly a born 
nonconformist and most likely a troublemaker on that 
account? 

He'd known me right off for where I was at, Porco, 
when I'd shown up at 55 Whitehall Street a half-hour 
fate and looking very sick. It was Friday; the tip-end of 
@ bad, bad week. I had purposely strained myself 
beyond any reasonable limit of self-destructiveness, 
drinking and vomiting and passing out and losing sleep, 
in order to. look and feel my best at the Whitehall 
boy-shambles; the night before, in a triumphant seizure 
of the dry heaves, I had actually succeeded in passing a 
few gobs af bright red oily blood onto the film of bile 


AM STREET 


in the hal toilet bow! at my apartment house. 

So the rust-pig that Priday in September of "66—had 
admitted to his auto-dafe a bone-skinny short-haired 
Whiskery 21-year-old kid wearing an outsize rumpled 
Plaid jacket over a vomit-speckled pinstripe shirt, 
tucked unsuccessfully into just the filthiest pair of 
coffee-and-cum stained pegged wheatjeans he had 
Probably ever seen. And smelling quite ripe indeed, 
‘Yessir. Latimer showed up looking like the Loser Bird 
had shat square onto his head. ‘Jesus Christ!” the 
sergeant had exclaimed in perfectly sincere revulsion. 
“What in the hell do you think you're doing, showing 
up an hour late looking like thai” I've got half a mind 
to send you home!” 


‘That was what was bothering me as I stood there in 
the hurry-up-and wait line with my privates on display, 
the prospect of being sent home for general slovinliness 
or something. That'd make it necessary to come back 
some other day next week, and I'd most likely lose my 
Job. They had all been wonderful about it, down at the 
office on Wednesday, when I'd told them my brother 
Alan had suddenly died and I wanted to take off 
Friday to go upstate and visit the family. They'd been 
so wonderful, in fact, that it had caused a lump to rise 
in my throat. Old Abe the office manager, who 
generally despised me for being the only goy in the 
shipping office, had all but insisted I take off starting 
Wednesday, with full pay, but I told him I hated 
funerals and wanted to wait until Alan’s was over 
before going home. Now in point of fact my brother 
Alan had been under the ground since 1959, but the 
way all these people were carrying on, you'd have 
thought the body was still warm. Abe's son Raymond, 
at the next shipping desk, had taken me out for a few 
brews that night, and the next day I was buttonholed 
by fat old Mildred the bookkeeper, who commisserated 
with me at length and beyond the point of tears. 
Finally, just before punchout that night, I was per- 
sonally summoned upstairs to the WASP office where 
Harold, the top honkey honcho himself no less, gravely 
presented me with two week's pay: ‘Consider it?” said 
he, ‘an advance on your Christmas bonus. 1 can't tell 
‘you how sorry Iam to hear of your loss.’ And while 1 
never did make it to that Christmas bonus-they tied 
the can to me there around Guy Fawkes Day—I sure 
did have one grand holiday weekend that fall. 

Yes, I flunked the Army, and it was the lack of 
underwear that clinched it, of that I am convinced. 
There 1 was, naked in the pre-induction line, twitchy 
with caffiene and shaking off sprays of dandruff every 
time I coughed from deep in the esophagus, when the 
Pig at length returned end caught sight of me. “You! 


he exclaimed, taken quite aback at this repulsive 
obscenity. “didn't I tell yas to keep ya unnaweah on?” 

Hands offered palmsup in supplication: “But 1 
haven't got any underwear.” If I did, you'd be the first 
to get it. Please, Mr. Custer, please don’t send me 
home: I can’t pull another death-in-the-family number 
fen poor old Abe, and how am I gonna explain to him 
that I'm really 1-A, and not 1-Y like I wrote on my job 
application? Don't send me home, please! I'd rather go 
into the fucking army than tell old Abe I lied to him. 

“*Aagh!” Pork-eyes shook himself, as if to clear his 
blood of some vile pollutant. ‘Put ya pants on, 
Prehrissake!” 

‘You know, there's something really swank and 
Spifly about going through the Whitehall line with your 
britches on. Already you are half-dressed for the street, 
$e? Shoo-shoo, dey ain’t no flies on dishyer boy! Once 
we had filed into the very bowels of the corpse-factory, 
my spirits commenced an inexorable upward spiral, 28 
those about me got glummer and glummer. What 3 
horrible place that ugly fucking place is: the five stones 
are hollow on the inside, the various testing centres 
ranked along the walls, connected by hideous cor- 
rugated-iron stairs and catwalks, along which the naked 
penitents file in the abject silence of the hopeless; you 
would not think death could undo so many. And in the 
middle of the open centre shaft, from top to bottom, 
shrieking and bawling incessantly in a mechanical fit, 
rages this juggernaught of a deisel-driven wire platform 
elevator, conveying death from floor to floor. Wherever 
you look, perspectives are distorted and everything is 
Painted olive-drab, the shadows stark and crablike in 
the chilly neon; and that wire-mesh graven idol in the 
middle of the floor is bellowing for your blood. 


But not my blood, mind you. Even before we got to 
the shrink, 1 was pretty confident I wasn't good 
enough for the Amy. Not that deep down I gave a 
terrible damn about it, though. I didn't want to be 
drafted, no, that is, I had no desire to be drafted: Td 
always hated school, and the Army would be two more 
‘years of it, essentially. There was no question of going 
to Vietnam, I'd desert to Canada first. But if they were 
in fact to draft me this day, well, then it'd be out of 
my hands, and I could just relax and let the Buddah do 
the dreaming for me, right? Frankly, deep down I 
didn’t care much one way or the other: when you're 
making $65.19 a week after taxes, and you live ina 
furnished room by Needle Park, and you haven't been 
Isid in nearly a fucking year, and the only people in 
town you know by first name are the assholes you 
work with and the old Tom boho next door who shares 
your hall toilet, then The Draft does not pose any vital 
threat to your career and happiness, such as they are. 
To be sure, even at that callow staze I confess I had my 
moral principles and qualms of conscience about 
supporting the War Machine, even passively—but until 
‘you are that insignificant, you will never realize how 
‘cheap qualms and principles really are. 

‘Still, [ was mildly astonished at the vehemence of 
the exultation that swelled within me, as I passed 
through section after section on Whitehall Street, 
knowing instinctively that 1 was flunking it straight 
down the line. When they hit me for the blood test, 1 
Positively leered at the needle; yesterday I had man- 
aged to scrape a modest little scab on my inner forearm 
With the point of a drawing compass, and I trust they 
Roticed that. Piss in a paper cup? I filled the son of a 
bitch brim reeking full of last night’s beer, and the 
uurinalyst got his fingers damp. Eye chart? I can’t see to 
save my ast sir, and my glasses were shattered midway 
through a drunk six weeks ago. The LQ. test got the 
full benefit of my 170-odd Sanford-Binet: far better to 
‘be too bright than too dumb. 

On. ‘Drop yer briefs, bend over and spread yer 
cheeks.” My rectum, thrice-blessed bung, blested like a 
lamb and filled the air with a palpable reck of 
booze-soaked cheeseburger. A little sub rosa hyper 
ventilation while waiting to be stethescoped and 
sphygnomometered, and my little heart was palpitating 
like a sparrow. Do I have frequent dizzy spells and 
fausea? Sure thing. Bleeding piles? Yup. Siezures or 
morbid depression? All the time. Alcohol problems? 
Hell yes. Narcotic addiction? Certainly. Athlete's foot? 
Right up to the collarbone, and fragrant. Have you ever 
been arrested? Repeatedly. Do you have homosexual 
tendencies? Need you ask, M 

‘So you got homosexual 
seventeen-year-old intern ins 


Continued on Page 18 
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by Jim Buckley 

Hf you read this column last week that means you 
bought the last issue of THE NEW YORK ACE and 
‘must be aware that the entire city of New York is 
discussing its merits and failures. Issue one was a 
bummer and it looked as i a high schoo! football team 
had put it together during half-time, but then out of 
‘the closet came the team of Heller & Heller, art 
directors sub grata and along with Bob Singer and Rex 
Weiner pulled the Ace out of the depths of anonymity 
The editors got wise in time and, as you can see, the 
Ace is well om its way to becoming New York's frst 
new spokesman in the last 3 yeats. Stick around, you 
ain't seen nothin yet. And speaking of nothing, Mike 
Goldstein, the entreprenerial promo man for various 
rock groups, who rides to work in a limousine i now 
hatching plans to introduce, hot on the tai of the Ace, 
another publication on the New York scene. It'll be 
called, believe it or not, The New York Free Press and 
although there was a forerunner of the same name 
there will be little connection. Strangely enough the 
old New York Free Press consisted of many of us who 
‘now work on the Ace. Anyway, the new New York 
Free Press will be an east coast version of the Los 
Angeles Free Press, and will use much the same 
material now going into that newspaper with a litle 
added New York news. Mike Goldstein figures that it 
was the weird classified ads in the back of the FREEP 
that made it so famous and he’s probably right, so he'll 
be including that as a major attraction for the paper. 
What with Marvin Miller of fuckbook fame owning the 
LA. Freep and now connected with a New York 
edition, it seems that underground types have all but 
sold out, if not to the establishment, then to another 
kind of establishment, and the Marvin Millers of this 
world are not exactly dedicated 10 the same type of 
alternate culture we're thinking of. I get the feeling 
that Mike Goldstein isin it purely for the money, and 1 
find it hard to support the idea, as needed as that idea 
iS. Look for it anyway, it might turn out to be a really 
00d thing, but I doubt it. 


‘SPEAKING OF THE FREE PRESS 


Very few of you will remember the old New York 
Free Press, but in its short life span of approximately 
fone year it nurtured and sometimes fe¢ not a few 
people who've gone on to other things. Here's just a 
rundown of some of the brains and brawn from the old 
staff and where they're at now: Jack Banning, pub- 
lisher, now the editor of Changes; Jim Buckley (that’s 
me), Managing Editor — now publishes SCREW, GAY, 
Mobster Times, SexSense, Good Taste Fannies and 
writes this column; Robert Somma, Music Critic, — 
now editor of FUSION, the Boston Rock/Culture 
paper; J.C. Suarez, Art Director — now Art Director 
for the New York Times Op-Ed page; Steve Heller, Art 
Director — now Art Director for SCREW. formerly 
with the New York Review of Sex and Politics and 
Yarious losing enterprises: Roger Greenspun, Movie 
Reviewer — now second-string for the New York Times 
Movie Review Section; John Lahr, Drama Critic — now 
with the Village Voice, Evergreen and occasionally for 
the New York Times: Gregory Battcock, Art Critic 

‘now teaching Art History in New Jersey and practicing 
Greek Culture when the urge strikes. Other writers 
included Abbie Hoffman, Jerry Rubin, Valorie Solanas, 
R. Meltzer, Charles Mingus and a host of other talented 
people. So how come it folded you ask? It had no 
pizzazz, that’s why. Pizzazz is made up of classified 
ads, of weird or sexy photos, daring and/or ridiculous 
headlines — balls in other words. Not that the New 
York Free Press lacked balls — it had plenty of them, 
but they didn't come out in the pages of the paper. It 
was like a movie with all the great comedians in it — 
put them all together and they lay a bomb. In 
retrospect everyone considers it 10 be one of the best 
underground papers ever. Big deal. Which brings me to 
this sad but true fact of life in every Media enterprise 
under or aboveground. The “people” want excitement, 
they want to be titillated. They want to be fooled 
They enjoy being ticked. and lied to as long as it 
makes interesting copy. And the New York Free Press 
had too much for it to resort to that. And it 
folded. Which means that you. dear ACE reader should 


be prepared to be lied to, cajoled, laughed at und 
misused, in the fond hope that you'll come to fike jt 
even love it 
AND SPEAKING OF TRUTH 
There's a fittle publication called (MORE) making 


the rounds for the past year or so that, if you're a 
layman interested in what gocs on behind the lines, is 
worth your while. I realize you can’t go around buying. 
all the shit I mention and talk about if you pick up an 
‘occasional copy of (MORE) you'll find out more than 
2 good week of Radio & Television. Subscription rates 
are $7.50 for one year. Send your bread to: P.O. Box 
2971, Grand Central Station, NYC, NY 10017. Naf 
Hentoff's hypocritcal defense of the Village Voice 
appears each issue, but if you can skip that part of the 
paper, the rest makes good reading, 


the people ss greater than the man’s technology!” Page 
7: “All people with kids have a right to decent 
hhousing!* All power to the people! STP Stop the Pigs! 
Serve the people! Power to the people’; Can you take 
more? Well, 1 can't, but don’t fret, this publication is 
not being put out by revolutionaries at all. have it on 
good word that the FBI is behind itt That's right, 
conceived after the Chicago Convention fiasco, it's 
printed and written by the warped vision of hell as seen 
through the eyes of J. Edgar Hoover's cronies! The 
Paper's original intention was to solicit people to come 


mystery is what hap To 


Where is Magdalene Kelly? 


PSYCHIC NEWS ‘ 

You're gonna love this one. Psychic News is on sale 
every Thursday. is printed in England and available at 
the New Yorker Bookshop on W. 89th St., for 20 
measly cents. An annual subscription is $10.75 and a 
lifetime subscription (their motto is “You will live 
after you die” but I don’t think they'll extend your 
subscription to the grave) is $55.00. Send your money 
to Psychic News, 23 Great Queen Street, London, 
W.C.2B Sbb. The big question in this issue of Psychic 
‘News is “Where is Magdalene Kelly?” The good lady 
disappeared behind a podium while she was speaking — 
on a related subject I'm sure ~ at the Royal Albert Hall 
in London. More exciting news on the world of the 
beyond are things like: “Psychic cat sees spirit form” 
which is a reprint from “The Cat™ magazine; 
“Poltergeist Is Now Laid” the story of how a ghost 
“unlocked doors, tured on lights and made regular 
trips across” the landing of three shop girls who slept 
together; “Death Does Not Change Character At Once” 
and “Priest has ‘spiritual view’ of Virgin Birth,” and on 
the front page the unique story of how a pioneering 
spiritualist took pictures of a ghost with his infra-ted 
‘camera. It's heavy stuff and I recommend it only for 
the stout in heart — and spirit! 


RISING UP ANGRY 


Last week we discussed what was wrong with the 
“underground” and suggested some remedies to alter 
the situation. Well, there’s a paper hanging around 
newsstands called Rising Up Angry (I say “hanging 
around” because the latest copy which | just bought is 
dated October 14, 1971. It doesn’t have much of an 
audience). This paper is a prime example of overkill 
and contains the following slogans, quotes and changes 
at the bottom of every page: Page 3: “Serve and 
defend the people!; Vencetemos! We will win!”: Page 
4; “Power to the Greyhound workers, All power to the 
people!: Power to the People”: Page 5: “FTA! All 
power to the people!: Community control government. 
Power to the People!”: Page 6: “Tear the prison walls 
down! Death to the Facist Pigs!'; All power to the 
people!: Jail the jailers! Free the people!: The spirit of 


down to their olfices and offer their help. That way 
the FBI could take their pictures at their leisure and 
build up an impressive array. of dossiers on volunteers! 
Very clever. but it hasn't worked out too well, the 
agents responsible for the copy got a little carried away 
‘with themselves and turned off everyone but the most 
hard-core fanatics — who they already had on their 
files. Just goes to show you, even the FBI can’t win 
them all. 


ANOTHER TRIP 


Ever hear of “The Witches’ Almanac”? It's put out 
by John Wilcock (now a confirmed Warlock) and 
Elizabeth Pepper a wtich who lives in the woods 
upstate New York. It's neat, it’s clean, and perfectly 
typeset, not to mention how handy it is to any young 
budding witch or warlock. It's got everything from 
how to astrally project yourself, to the care and 
feeding of familiars (animals, for the uninitiated). For 
example, if you happen to have a pet crow its diet 
would be a mixture of cottage cheese and crushed 
hemp seeds. You've all heard the expression “stoned 
crow?" Tidbits of information like where to get a 
complete kit for making a “Magic wand” (contains 
branch of Box Elder tree with bark intact from 
Browse-in Gifts, 3539 Parkline Avenue, Cincinnati, 
Ohio 45208). [1's not available through subscriptions, 
but if you should see a copy, buy it for one buck 
and keep it around the house for a spell, 


THE GREAT HOAX 


We all missed out on what would have been the 
biggest bonanza to lave ever appeared on the tube in 
25 years of mind warp. It was a television ad campaign 
for Hubert Humphrey consisting of himself, Richard 
Nixon and George Wallace — as dummies! Righto, 
complete with wooden lips and strings attached, it was 
slotted for airtime on election eve, 1968 but was pulled 
at the last minute. The main argument for not running 
the “puppet debates.” according to one TV exec, was 
that it would implant in the public's mind the 
unanswerable question: “Who's pulling the strings?” 
and that didn’t go down very well with Humphrey or 
his advisors, 


Five dollars from the sale of every album 
and tape will be sent to UNICEF to aid the 
homeless children of Bangla Desh. 
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DEAD MA 


By P. J. O ROURKE 
Politics: from the Greek, politikus, of a citizen, 
from polites, citizen, from polis, city: Indo-European 
pela, a Fortified place. Messy political quesivoas, 
questions of the citizen fortifying himself with th rest 
the citizenry, are 
contemplative life of the happy artist. Surely politics 
must be simply the way men get along among 
themselves, fortification being ly and 
distinguished method of so getting along, and 
this business could be left to the mass of men who like 
to think about such things. The artist, a mild and 
ntially cowardly soul, should be able w entrust 
the business of organizing a sensible society to all those 
bread and butter men who walk the srcets with heads 
less foggy than his, 

But those men of means don’t seem to be able to 
agree about a single thing. (A source of limitless 
amazement since—given their limited scope: law, order 
the whelping of litters and aceumulation of heavy and 
complicated objects—one would only think they'd be 
able to have it all straightened owt Wo everyone's 
) And so the whole af 
ing apart at the 


forever intruding upon the 


satisfaction in about # 


their social structu 


That is to say, it Is mo longer safe 1 walk the 
fucking streets at night, hasn't been for a while, and 
‘our entire political order is at a loss for what 10 do 
about it. Witness the latest idea: Edward Koch, our 
Congressman from the upper east side, hus suggested 
that neighborhood groups get together and all buy 
whistles so that if anything happens on the block 
vverybody blows his whistle and the mugger will think 


that it’s the end of the world 
landed or botulism bactili have broken loose in Timnes 
Square and he will cease his act of crime and rin to thy 
nearest bar to have a stiff drink before the apocalypse 
and he will there be easily apprehended by the police 

EDWARD FUCKING KOCH! You asshole! You 
contemtible excuse for a freely-clected doormat! I have 
never in my life heard such nonsense. ‘You and your 
entire family deserve to be dragged feet first, wrapped 
in the American flag, through a Red Guard riot in 
downtown Chungking 

AL any rate it becomes evident that we can look no 
» towards our body politic in hopes of securing 
rape-free dog walkings and freckless nocturnal gambols 
We ing 10 have to approach the problem on 
another level entirely 

Ray Schultz's idea that we should all arm ourselves 
to the teeth and shoot to pieces anything that 
ches saying, “Spare change?.” “Got a 
7." or “Hey, man..." is interesting but 
probably morally untenable and logistically awkward. 

We could fully investigate the true causes of crime 
and violence in the street, you know, the rusining dog 
nperialism, the elitist class chauvanism, the lacky 
bourgeoise capitalism, racist neo-colonialsm, paper 
tiger militarism, behavioral sinks, anomie, angst, 
Zeit-Geist and ennui. And though that kind of talk is 
well and good for college kids secure on their Elysian 
campi, and though certuinly a revolution is the nice 
and necessary thing we need, but just by the time you 
got done saying all that in New York, why, the back of 
your Pea coat is shredded by an eight inch butcher 
knife and you're relieved of all your portables if not 
your all, entirely 

There's no doubt that street crime is directly 
attributable to the above-mentioned manifestations of 
reactionary decadance but that won't save your neck 
the next time you come home late from u Bar Mitzvah 
in Queens. A sizable source of our present danger is 
more easily identified as smack, the minor premise in 
New York's current sociological syllogism. Smack and 
the rather frantic form of froe enterprise that its 
devotees engage in 

Goddamned fucking junkies. They're everywhere 
like flies on shit. Crawling on the roof tops, bending 
back the window grates, creeping up the fire escapes, 
lurking in the doorways, nodding out in Nedicks 
scoring on the street corners. overdosing in the public 
toilets-it's our plague of locusts and, | don't know 
maybe we won't be rid of them till the East River 
opens up and all the poor people get to go and live in 
Forest Hills, I don't know. But what a sickening bunch 
of corporal drek they arc. Dirty. useless and stupid 
Daily News editorials can not do them justice. Out 
with thear and 
hear one more word about the hateful evil of the diug 

sroin. Heroin js just this white powder. 1's just stall 


the Venusianns have 


ily they provoke. | dant want 


mud. It doesnt eves leap ap sist af the sewer. boil 


HAS A JUNKTE 
BUDDHA NATURE 


n and, finding @ handy set Of works, xo 
like sperm to the egg into somebody's arm. No, Not 
have the police, however foul their sins against justice 
OF the common mun, ever grabbed anybody and hauled 
them into their squad car ‘for a little shot of 
CyaHy7NO (CrH40p}2. So don't blame the police, 
Nor do social conditions rise up in a body of winds and 
force the first anort of powdered happiness. up the 
future addict's nose. Not on your life, Aud even that 
unspeakable low worm, the pusher, have never been 
known to prance invisibly through grade sehool 
bathrooms, stuffing his wares. up the ass. of 
lunsuspecting tots, 

There is only one way to become a junkie and that's 
to get some smack and use it und then get some more 
and use Mt some more and then get some more 
again...and so on and 50 on and on till you're hooked, 
This takes some concentration. This takes some effort 
Like all truely impressive phenomenon, it doesn’t just 
happen over night. You can litter the floor with your 
arguments about how the poor blighted jerk is 
powerless, gripped in a psycho-physiological whirl-poul 
‘of despair, caught in an excruciating peer group double 
bind, fraught with all manner of Skinnerian 
inevitabilities, but T tell you, pitying junkies is like 
leaving table scraps out for the rats 

Souner or later (regardless of what dire and 
perfectly inteligent philosophical reservations you may 
have), as a stricly practical matter, you have to make a 
decision of sorts between free will and determinism, 
Such a distinction oF choice is no doubt metaphysically 
absurd but a thing important to how we beltave while 
we wallow through this particular batch of karma, If 
you decide for determinism then you are free to spend 
the rest of your life in fatalistic bliss with all manner of 
causation and event to apologize for your difficultics, 
Just don't blame me when you're standing in 
Columbus Circle tooting your last through the Dward 
Koch Emergency Whistle while an cight-foot madman 
Viviscets you with a straight razor. But if you should 
Opt for free will (as most of us seem to do in regard 10 
the ordinary events of our lives), then it would seem a 
log 


al nicely 10 extend the same credit to others, 
Junkies became junkies. ay far ay Mm concerned, 
through an set of will, True.they may “not have known 


what they were doing” But they found out. every one 
them did. And so informed they were (ree 1 cease 
He hi 


be junkies. Ihe jumkic can't do it hy W 


fise access 10 oumerous programs, plans and 
institutions to assist him. OF course, this is no fun but 
that must be swid fora lot of things kt behooves people 
{0 do at various times. And, of course, the programs, 
Plans and institutions are not as good or as helpful, 
enlightened or available as they should be. But that is 
hurdly the point. A man who goes around robbing 
people at knife point or 2 woman who plays. the 
Murphy Game with her Johns isn't going ‘to come 
crying 10 me about what a bummer Lexinglon Ws or 
even Bellevue because I'd just as soon eithe 
them were dead, 

Junkies are not Robin Hoods, nor do they even 
steal much from the tich. Junkies are not clever cat 
burglars or slick efficicnt stick-up mien who plunder the 
coffers of the ruling class. Junkies don't have. it that 
ther. Junkies rob poor people, people who 
ed armed doormen of electronic surveilance 
systems. people who can't afford cab rides home, 
people who can’t afford buildings with locks on the 
‘oulxide doors, people, mostly. fram the junkie’s own 
class background, 

Junkies are dirt, And it’s time that people roa 
that they are dirt, Mass fecting, mass pressure. tthe 
only thing that will do a job in-a yoeiety when the 
NNtalor organization has beoken down and failed, when 
the standurd ope procedure doesn’t work 
anymore. Mass fooling and pressure docs the job of 
evolution (OF at feast has to be such that i lets the job 
wet done) and nuiss feeling does the job of smal 
social change (oo. It's not the most dependable. of 
phenomenas nor the least fickle nor does it provide pny 
‘moral guarantees but it works, People should have. a 
better understanding of the junkie, They. should rolly 
Bel inside Wis Hicad and empathize, dig where he's at 
fet behind his act, Tht way they'd really fucking hate 
fim, There's too much tolerence as it stands right now. 
The junkie Is Jooked upon as sid or tragic. while: we 
angrily assail the “drug. prublein.” There's no use in 
setting angry at w problem. It's just w system of variable 
factors. I's just a situation, ike a baseball gave. The 
‘drug. problem” is not some android hatched by 
Foindish Nach scientists and loved on the world like 
Godnilla's Rovenge. The problem is the people: who 
10W the poppies, distill the crude morphine, produce 
the heroin, smuggle it, soll it, cut it, eash in on it and 
shoot it in their arms. These are the people to be angry 
a, all fevels of them, not just the souless villains at the 
{op bat all levels, And, frankly, to the resident in New 
York itis the junkie himset, the lst matin line, who's 
the most dangerous, 

Like the urchins and the wino in The Wattle of 
Algiers, junkies. should be chased, nodding and 
scratching, from their street corners by crowds of 
children with stones, Police on heroin raids should have 
to move body and soul 10 keep the mab of ne 
from w pasty lynch. Parents who find their children 
taking junk should beat them senseless fist and make 
an appointment with the shrink later. It is not 
complete foolishness nor the worst of facism to 
advocate pushing us a capital cxime. At least there 
should be a great ery for it to be 30. When the 
disgusting young derilict passes out on the F train, 
sweating the ooze und stink of opium, the passengers 
should gather round. Smell his breath, Is it liquor? 1 
he just manly drunk, to recover and work of foal 
tomorrow? Grab his hair, pull the head back, the eyes, 
the pupils... wave of kicks and blows should descend 
‘on that junkie, cracking him to consciousness and back 
wo what he came out of or worse if the stumbling 
subway police don’t make it to his eatin time 

One nasty night in December, Latimer and Schultz 
and Crawford and T were down sa drunk in the Red 
Witch that we could not see, almost, And. were 
breaking furniture and getting sort of raucous and 50 
were thrown out, We Were filled that night, and not for 
the firs time, with a bitter hatred for the fear we have 
to live in, every day after dark, on every sireet, in the 
halls of our own buildings. And Schuliz howled and 
kicked some garbage cans and recounted how it had 
been with him and the junkie one night on Sixth St. 
‘And Latimer cursed and threw something when he told 
us about the one outside his friend's door, the knife at 
his neck and all, made him knock just the same as usual 
and ripped off the whole place. Latimer had pissed 
himself, Oh. we were enraged. So we started off down 
4ih St, to the Square, yelling as loud as we could for 
any junkie 16 come out and swe would do him to waste 
All hough the park we yelled and seveamed but not a 
jwtkie was insight, only. this. Taint answering he 
Fron way over hy University Place: “Do your thing!” 
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‘The Way of the Sufi by Idries Shah — $1.95 

‘Tales of the Dervishes by Idries Shah — $1.75 

Wisdom of the Idiots by Idries Shah — $1.75 

Pleasantries of the Incredible Mulla Nasrudin 
bby Idries Shah — $1.75 

Dermis Probe by Idries Shah ~ $1.75 

Published by E_P. Dutton 


by Charlie Frick 


Yes che world is an illusion 
But truth is always being shown there. 
~ Subhani 


Because Webster and the rest of the dictionary 
makers do not really understand the concepts under- 
lying the Sif philosophy does not mean that the 
possibility of understanding Sufi ideas and concepts is 
excluded entirely from the scope of modern man’s 
intelligence. 

‘One problem for the intellect to grasp in the study 
of Sufism is the constant use of what seem to be 
unproved theories. The teaching process over the 
centuries has taken on many diverse forms, mostly 
direct methods of communication such as gesture, 
symbol and demonstration. A series of five paperback 
books by Idries Shah, the contemporary Sufi historian, 
is now inexpensively available. In this set of books one 
‘can skim the waves of the vast ocean of learning and 
Sufi type thought. 

‘The so-called path in the study of the Sufi way is 
not so much a search for the proverbial pot of 
intellectual or spiritual gold at the end of the rainbow 
but rather a determined effort on the part of the 
aspirant to be moving in the direction of light, wisdom 
and True Knowledge. It should not be thought an 
escape tunnel from the problems and confusions of 
modern man’s dilemna but a chance to obtain the 
Priceless rewards of a mind that is at peace with its 
surroundings. 

‘The first one in the series i called The Way Of The 
Sufi and is an introduction to the layman who has 
somehow come in contact with this ancient way of 
teaching and has a desire to quench the flames of 
curiosity with the waters of Knowledge. In this book 
Mr. Shah traces the development of classical Sufi 
thought down thru the ages. The first chapter, The 
Study of Sufism in The West, holds great importance 
and seis down an outline and reference points for the 
educated Western mind to use in trying to grasp some 
of the almost cryptic messages that are hidden in the 
teachings through the rest of the book. The second 
chapter contains short biographies of eight of the most 
imponant classical Sufi authors and poets, among them 
the familiar Omar Khayyam and the incredible Jala- 
udin Rumi, The book delves into the four main orders 
of Sufi teaching stories, stories designed to make the 
reader use the part of his reasoning powers that 
ordinarily remain asleep in the mind, This is the main 
reason for the study of Sufism, 

The Sufis claim a certsin kind of mental activity 
combined with other activity can. produce under 
Certain conditions and with particular effort what is 


termed a higher working of the mind leading to Special 

receptions whose apparatus is latent in the ordinary 
man. Sufi, is therefore, the transcending of ordinary 
limitations. 

From another book, The Tales Of The Dervishes, 
there is story, one of the most important ones for the 
serious student om the. Way to come to know and 
understand. 

It starts off like all good stories do: 

Once upon a time there lived an ideal community in 
@ far off land. Its members had no fears as we now 
‘know them. Instead of uncertainty and vacillation they 
had purposefulness and a fuller means of expressing 
themselves. Although there were none of the stresses 
and tensions that mankind considers essential to his 
progress their lives were richer. There was therefore & 
slightly different mode of existence. We could almost 
say that our present preceptions are a crude makeshift 
version of the real ones that the community possessed. 
They had real lives, not semiélives. The responsibility 
Sor their evolution was placed on certain individuals 
who could sustain it, These were necessarily only a 
few. They were certain specialists who guarded this 
‘Special science. 

‘Most fables and stories contain at least some truth 
and they often enable people to absorb ideas which the 
‘ordinary pattems of their thinking would prevent them 
from digesting...Fables have therefore been used by the 
Sufi teachers to present a picture of life more in 
harmony with their feeling than itis possible by means 
of intellectual experiences and exercises. Ordinary 
entertainment fables are considered by Sufi authors to 
be a degenerated or inferior form of art. 

The 3 other books in the series are collections of 
short teaching stories, fables, and the kinds of things 
that you find in really poetic fortune cookies. The 
books have great value in the realm of spontaneous 
enlightenment. You can pick up any one of them, flip 
to any of the pages, read a story. and have your mind 
turned inside out. Most of the stories aren't longer than 
4 page or two in length, yet contained in these stories 
are methods by which the ordinary mind can be freed 
Of its intellectual limitations. 

Sufi ideas and ideals state that man may become 
objective and that objectivity enables man to grasp 
higher concepts and different realities. You are invited 
to try and push your own evolution ahead towards 
‘what is called in Sufism, “Real Intellect.” 

‘My favorite book in the set and the one most easily 
acceptable to modern day questioning conciousnesses 
is called The Pleasantries of the Incredible Mulla 
Nasrudin. It was introduced to me years ago by an old 
Sufi desert fox with whom I happened to be travel- 
ing. He said, “The Mulla appears to be such a clown, 
but he really is one of the greatest teachers of the 
Way. It is already a thousand years since he has 
passed and there are still many who pay tribute and 
high acclaim to his wit. Even now his stories are spread 
all over the world by word of mouth passed down from 
teacher to student in a long line of seckers of Truth.” 
The United States, Russia and even Communist China 
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Malls 


Q asrusin 


Idries Shah 


are at this very moment involved with Nasrudin’s 
teaching. The Coral Gables high energy physics confer- 
ence report uses a few of the Mulls’s tales to illustrate 
scientific phenomenon that can not be put ifito the 
Ianguage of ordinary technical terms. 

One day Nasrudin stood up in the market plsce and 
swarted to address the throng. Oh people do you want 
knowledge without difficulties, truth without 
falsehood, attainment without effort, progress without 
sacrifice? 

Very soon a large crowd gathered, everyone was 
shouting yes yes Mulla. 

Excellent said Nasrudin. I only wanted to know. 
You may rely on me to tell you all about it if I ever 
discover any such thing. 

‘Nasmudin’s book is scattered with short stories that 
carry the Zen slap of a teacher who demands his 
students find their answers within themselves. 

One day Nasrudin was carrying home @ load of 
delicate glasswear. He tripped and fell breaking every 
lest articie he had, everything was smashed to pieces. A 
‘crowd gathered around him. 

What's the matter with you idiots, shouted the 
‘Mulla. Haven't you ever seen a fool before? 

Nothing for man except for what he has earned. 

The superior experience and knowledge will be 
made available t0 a man or woman in exact accordance 
with their worth, capacity and earning of it. Hence if a 
donkey sees @ mellon, he will eat the rind, the ants will 
eat whatever they can get, and man will consume 
without knowing that he has consumed.” 

There are many excerpts from long classical Sufi 
treatises broken into small pieces a page or two in 
length. The Sufi path cannot be understood with the 
intellect alort for contained within these stories is a 
seed of something which when planted in the fertile 
soul of the questioning mind can grow into a flowering 
plant that can be admired and appreciated by the 
intellect. You perceive the beauty of the flowers, is it 
not so that these came from the seed which you so 
lightly tossed off? 

Some of these same stories were used down thru the 
years by the preat Sufi teachers to illustrate points of 
life that could not be scen by ordinary means of 
intellectual examination. The wisdom contained in 
these teaching stories has 2 way of coming around to 
the back door of your brain and knocking very loud 
Herein lies their true value as vehicles to show the 
student that the ways of worldly thinking are all well 
and good for understanding worldly affairs but in order 
to perceive concepts and ideas that relate to this world 
very little a new method of thought must first be 
obtained..On the surface they are good stories with 
clever morals but after several readings and deep 
contemplation these anecdotes of life open up like a 
flower in bloom and permit the reader to glimpse 2 
vision of incredible clarity and truth before the petals 
of the mind close rapidly before the clouds of the 
again roll back and hide this shining light of truth 

The Wisdom Of The Idiots, a rather paradoxical title 
For another collection of one and two pagers il 
trating the action philosophy of the Sufi thinkers. Why 
the wisdom of the idiots? Mr. Shab az 
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the proceeings by telling the reader that narrow 

thinkers imagine something and tabel it wisdom. This 
wisdom is often thought of by Sufi teachers to be folly 
of the fool’s mind. The Sufis in contrast with the 
so-called wise ones call themselves The Idiots. Another 
motive for this strange twist of the language is the fact 
that the numerical value in arabic for the words Idiot 
and the word Saint are the same, hence a strong 
connection between the two diametrically opposed 
states of mind, proving once more to the western 
trained intellect that things ain't always what they 
seem to be 

The book contains about 100 of these stories that 
contrast with the Mulla's parables like a pocket 
dictionary to an encyclopedia. These stories aren't as 
easy to toss off in the mind as the short Mashing 
anecdotes of the Mulla. The Wisdom Of The Idiots, like 
the other books, can work almost like 2 fortune-telling 
machine. You simply plop the book open and read... 

Bahudin, a great wise Suli teacher once addressed a 
group of aspirants saying 

If 1 give out an empty book, meaning, “You cannot 
yet profit from my book,” you will pehaps think, “He is 
Sinsuting me.” 

Bur if I give out a full and understandable book, all 
readers will take its superficialities for their stimu 
ation, exclaiming ‘how magnificent, how profound.” 
People will follow these outwand things after I am 
gone, making them a source of stimulation and debate. 
They will read didactics into them, or poetry, exercises 
or stories. 

IFT give out no books, or a small one, scholars will 
scoff and ruin the minds of potential and vulnerable 
students with alternative literature, even more than 

yy do at present. 

‘Baffled students become destructive, imagining solu- 
tions and then trying to impose them upon others. 

If 1 give out a large book, some people will imagine 
that it is pretentious. All these suppositions are there, 


But if 1 say all these things, and you wilt look at all 
of them, even for a time, giving each statement equal 
attention, I shall be content, 


(Bahudln) 

In the last book of the series, called The Dermis 
Probe, you can find distilled from the greatest Sufi 
fales the fables those that cary the greatest import- 
ance, those that make the aspirant desire to gain the 
Knowledge the most, those stories which serve to drive 
the mind on at a faster and faster rate toward that 
reward that lies on the other side of the bridge of 
understanding. From that book, the tale of the man 
and the Sufi 

eis related that someone once said 10 Mulla Jami 

“You behave like a great poet and Sufi, how do we 


ce 0 vou are gemuine?” 


He replied: 

“You on the other hand behave almost exactly lke 
a human being that is how we know that you are not 
yet one!” 

The differences between the ordinary man and the 
Sufi are invisibly hidden in the intellect of the Sufi are 
special preceptions and powers. used to see thru the 
veils of confusion and dreams which surround this 
‘modem existence. These are very valuable attributes 10 
have at one’s “disposal in. this time of increased 
complication of worldly affairs. The curious should 
follow his mind’s lead and respond to the higher calling 


which runs thru these books like a superhighway thru a 


you notice, because they suit the people 10 have them, 
‘not because they are even likely t0 be true. 

If I give out a cryptic book, people will imagine that 
it contains strange secrets. Or they may become 
unnecessarily artful through trying to understand it. 

And the more that you say these things, the more 
people petulantly or with disdain say: ‘You do not 
understand us. We have no such behavior. The lack of 
understanding is with you." 


‘small town. 

The Sufi teacher Ghulam Hahh was asked what 
Patter he used in formulating courses for disciples He 
said: 

“Barefoot until you can get sandals, sandals until 
‘you can get boots.” 

In these books you can find illustrations of some of 
the pecularities’ of thought in the country which is 
today’s world, seen by its inhabitants and by those 
‘who call themselves visitors. 


IMAGINE! YOUR 


UNDERGO COMIC STRIPE we raya 
TOUNSAO CRAPPY HIP MERCHANDISE AUP 


OUTRAGEOUS. 


PRICES ! REASONABLE RATES| 


ALSO? ADS FOR RUNAWAYS, BAR MITZVAH 


ANNOUNCEMENTS, ANY EGO TRIP/! 


HANDS OF THE FASCIST 


UF YOU DONT LIKE 


Aes Te HN GET IT Tos! 
neres TRGB ERK 


NEXT TIME 


OF YOUR PROF NTH 
PSYCHOSIS. 


NEED iS 
TRY AMER PEL MAT SU6s! 


THE HAT TO 
ene 


tS 


SUOP Ths ROO 
i 


DERR MR. YOS: 
PLEASE SOLN 


BIEVER LAM AMAZED AT THE LACK OF MHOWLEDSE 


OF COURSE 


WAVE. 


CK PENIS —18.4 


~ic-2 INCHES ALL 


RAIN MEANS VIOLENCE 


Fae elt HS 
ree 


£4:"AHARD RAIN'S AGONNA FALL 


_JOMMIN ARCW INGEN CF THE GacGTE co. 


$ 


Page 16, January 25, 1972 


ALL HAIL THE 


by Steve Kraus 


Gould be fairer. A recent Associated Press dispatct 

datelined Norfolk, Va. informed the tesders ee a? 
New York Times that the said Bullard, in his capacity 
4 Commander of the Fifth Coast Guard District, hae 


subscriptions to Playboy, including those going to shi 
and boats in the Fith Ds, wil be re oe 
dn : it is safe to 
use that expression, Coast Guard installations in 
Maryland, Virginia and North Carplina. The dispatch 
Piquantly notes that the subs to be discontinued were 


Admiral’s dictum, The 


Paid for with entertainment and recreation funds. 


‘An event of such cultural magnitude leaves one, if 
Rot speechless, at least at a loss for a coherent reaction. 
So many thoughts throng forward, decently dressed, of 


‘There is this beautiful two-and-ahalf-year-old boy 1 
Know who can get anything he wants from anybody 
anytime. He's got curly blond hair and an adorable 
Tittle body. just like a real person, only littler, He's a 
fucking brat when he wants to be, but it doesn’t hardly 
‘matter to anyone around him because he's so beautiful. 
When he does something bratty like hitting you over 
the head with his adorable little red chrome fie truck. 
and you try to lay a Sesame Street anti-violence rap on 
him, he disarms you with the most sophisticated 
Psychological warfare known to Western Man 
cuteness. He puffs out his adorable apple-red puffy 
cheeks and puckers up his adorable pale pink lips, 
constructing the most incredibly sensual pout you'll 
ever see in this lifetime. He bats his long black 
eyelashes, swings his adorable little body back and 
forth in an adorably clumsy manner, and with the pout 
turning into s hal-grin, puns “Awwwwwwww...”. 
You've started out ready to smack him and you wind 
up begging for a kiss. He's definitely got it worked up 
into an act; he’s aware of the incredible power he has 
over people and knows just how to use it. Of course, 
it’s not really his fault, but at the advanced age of 
twoanda-half years, he has all but mastered the art of 
manipulation, 

‘Ask me anything you want to know about John 
Lindsay's switch io the Democratic Party. Anything. 
During the week of August 11 through 18, I must've 
read the equivalent of a 4.000 page novel ‘about the 
man. All saying the same thing: ie., absolutely nothing. 
What the fuck, after all, was there to say? What can 

You say about a two-term inept administrator who has 
the best P.R. men in Show Business? That he was full 
of shit? That he loved himself, and his myth, in that 
order? No, there was nothing to say, and the news 
Papers and magazines found 250 different ways of 
saying it. 1 do not presume to know exactly what 
Hizzoner looked like at the age of two-and-thalf, but 
there is no doubt in my mind that the one and only 
reason he is in the incredible power position he is in 
today is because he looks the way he does, He is 
beautiful, period, and that is the platform upon which 
he is sunning for president, The political image that has 
served him best during the course of his career has been 
that of the crusading liberal, but it doesn’t really 
matter, it won’t be peace or civil liberties or welfare 
reform that he'll be selling 10 the good people of 
Oregon in this. year's primaries, it'll be sex. With 
funny-tooking Jewish anticheroes like Elliot Gould and 
Art Garfunkel taking over the movies, the Playboy 
Philosophy has nowhere to go but to the seat of power. 
Now if you asked me how many out-of-work workers 
joined the welfare rolls during the week of August 11 


forth, “All hail, Rear Admiral Ross P. Bullard.” Have | 
tickled the palate of your curiosity, or are You just 


Course. and beg to be acknowledged. But our hearts, 
first of all, go out to our boys and girls in uniform. 
Now that they are deprived of the Playboy Advisor, 
‘who will help them, who will advise them in their hour 
of need? Are we to blame them if they turn to the 
‘Admiral himself for counsel? 

Let's take a peek into the Admiralial mail box. 
“Dear Admiral Bullard: ‘The other day several friends 
and I went into a tavem to have a few brews and talk 
about the old Coast Guard. My buddies ordered beer 
and I ordered saspatilla. (I might mention that I am a 
devout W.C. Fields fan.) Who should have given his 
order first?” Or consider this plaintive plea for 
enlightenment. “Dear Admiral Bullard: 1 ama young 
woman of 21, dating one of the boys in your Coat 
Guard District. 1 am a patriotic American, but I believe 


bottom. But even this consideration, weighty though it 
might be, pales into insignificance. Pales, 1 say, when 
you consider that we still don’t know what it was 


through 18, or how many small children lost their little 

minds chewing the lead from their tenement. walls 
during that period of time, I couldn't tell you. I didn’t 
‘hear anything about it. If you asked the Mayor, he'd 
Probably pout. And you'd probably wind up begsing 
him to seek higher elective office. Though not neese. 
Satily im those words. Pethaps you'd phrase it, 
“Cucheee Coooo....” 

That a power broker as obviously untalented and 
unscrupulous as Lindsay could garner so much stten- 
tion in @ time of so much erupting social and psychic 
chaos is a monument to the dictatorship of man’s 
aesthetic sensibilities over his logical thought processes, 
1 would never propose that sensuality could be a curse, 
but it sure as hell can cloud an issue. Nobody. but 
nobody, can resist that which arouses one’s appetite. 
even if it means crossing one’s assumed boundaries 
Long-haired freaks who gauge the hipness of everyone 
they meet will waive all testing procedures for s 
Peautiful “straight” chick; a pretty face is always hip. 
Life Magazine calls Germaine Greer “The Feminist 
Even Men Can Like”; indeed, it’s very easy to like her 
sensual, angular features and long, bony legs: Gloria 
Steinem’s Newsweek cover story began with 2 blow, 
by-blow description of her face and body and ended 
with a nearadmonition to her to become the first 
woman president. And Stewart Alsop, that magazine's 
token conservative columnist, in an interview with 
Lindsay about a year ago, just couldn't quite seem to 
get over his blue eyes and “impeccable facial-bone 
structu 


ADMIRAL | 


exactly that aroused the old Bullard wrath. Playboy 
has “gone beyond the bounds of what many consider 


Proper.” But how, cry the intellectually curious, how, 
dear Ross? cc: 


Unworthy though the thought might be, one is 
fempted to suspect that it is this very appearance of 


gesture, and murmuring, “Hair, hair, always trouble 
‘with bair. Too long on the guys heads’ and now this." 


Norfolk, Va. 
Shore Police 1 


beautiful person with whom we are dealing suffi 
fuck by proxy. We'll se them in our dress and vane 
fis ate big enough, we're more than pleased with the 
bargain. If Campbell's Soup could hie out Racquel 
Welet to do.a TV commercial endorsing botulisw att 
jent means of population control, a million doliar 

empire would certainly be saved 

Clearly, man’s worship of beauty endangers him 
ie beautiful very easily tum our own 
igainst us, John Kennedy's politics were 
38 reactionary as Johnson's or Nixon's, but 
re ceeePted what lhe said and did because he’ was 
beautiful. Beauty creates a myth about the peroe 
society needs its myths, 


as it apparently 
Gimbles away? If America, as we know here is be, 
leath throes, will the patient's loved on in 
will it come with alittle yellow Smile button? : 
(The liberal community seems to think so: it is all 
but poised to run a National Sex Object for Presiden, 
Dre Y°at You'll have a chance to trade in Usly Duche 
Bickie for Bonnie John. the Pig You Woulde't Kec 
Out of Bed. And.on Election Night “72, we'll gather 


hat it ain’t worth anything anymore. 
Maapitalism must collapse, say the liberals’ ler a 

wy breathing 
{me wrong. I lave Hollywoo 


by A.J. Weberman, Lennononogist 


“John and Yoko welcome to New York” sings 
David Peel, as he looks over the terms of his new 
contract with Apple Records. Peel's third LP, THE 
POPE SMOKES DOPE will be out soon and will 
include such gems as THE BALLAD OF BOB DYLAN 
(sample lyric — “Bob Dylan, Robert Zimmerman / Bob 
Dylan, Robert Zimmerman / Bob Dylan, Robert 
Zimmerman etc.") Dylan has been quoted as saying 
“You can choose between my friendship or that song” 
and it looks like Peel chose the song with some 
modification. The way I figure it is that Dave wanted 
to write a pro-Dylan song on one level but after 
hanging with me for about a year and a half was so 
“brainwashed” that he just couldn't do it.I really don't 
hold it against him that he sold-me out cause he was 
very uptight for a contract (for awhile it looked like his 
career might be coming to an end) and so when J&Y 
offered him one with an unwritten term being an end 
to his close association with me he had to take it, Like 
recently I asked him i I could have his garbage for my 
upcoming book YOU ARE WHAT YOU THROW 
AWAY and he said, “Well if I get a S-year contract 
then I'll give it to you but it looks like I'm only getting 
2 year deal and if Rubin hears about it he might tell 
John and Yoko and _.” So from my point of view, 
Peel had more freedom with Elecktra than with Apple. 
But 1 still think he's the closest thing to a modern-day 
Woody Guthrie around and I dug him on the Frost 
Show — tho I was pissed that he didn’t ask me to play 
tamborine since I did all thie shlock gigs with him in the 
park all summer and helped him out after his sidemen, 
Billy and Harold, left to start TEENAGE LUST. But 
T'm definitely gonna catch him at the Gaslight in 
February and can’t wait for his 4th album — SANTA 
CLAUS — ROOFTOP JUNKIE. Speaking of the Frost 
Show, J&Y made me puke. What chutzpah ... they 
say I was egotistical for taking partial credit for Dylan’s 
GEORGE JACKSON but then they get on and do this 
iff — “We flew to Ann Arbor, did the concert and two 
days later John Sinclair was freed, oh how beautiful.” 
By omitting the fact that the marijuana laws had been 
changed and the penalty lessened and that when this 
happens the courts generally review the cases of 
Prisoners sentenced under the old law J&Y not only 
slighted all the sisters and brothers in Michigan who 
worked for changing these laws but LIED TO THE 
PEOPLE. Then there was Lennon’s riff that Sinclair 
had been in the-cage for 2% until he realized that all 
legal channels had failed and it was time to call in 
outside help. BULLSHIT. John had asked for help 
from the day he was busted but they let him rot i 
for 2% years before making a move... Now I consider 
myself a leftist but it’s weird — whenever Yoko is 
verbally confronted by a rightist I find myself taking 
the rightists side. Like the time she was in bed for 
peace and was rapping with Al Capp about Hitler. “Mr. 
Capp” said Yoko “if one Jewish girl would have made 
love to Hitler maybe he wouldn't have killed all those 
Jews” (In the last BV I promised an essay titled IS AL 
CAPP SUFFERING FROM OVEREXPOSURE? I guess 
this is as good a time as any to shtup it in — no he ain’t 
— he never got that radio programme which 1 was 
asked to do a pilot for but got thrown off of when I 
started accusing Al of mixing Apple Pie, Motherhood 
and Exhibitionism. Capp is now in the midst ofa trial 
in Eau Claire, Wisconsin on a morals rap. Td dig to 
cover that event — if anyone is into financing that trip 
contact me at 477-6243. I know that Al would be 
happy to see me in the courtroom) Back to J & ¥. The 
Frost Show also brought out my ‘latent rightism” cause 
when that woman got up after they sung ATTICA and 
started rapping about how ‘the streets aren't safe and 
you shouldn't glorify prisoners’ she seemed to have a 
gut feeling from being caught in the middle of urban 
decay whereas John and Yoko, on the other hand, had 
a kind of intellectual thing against oppression and the 
best they could offer was “the prisoners never had a 
chance.’ They should have talked about the most 
important variable in the Attica Massacre — the fact 
that 90% of the prisoners involved were poor Afro- 
Americans and places like Attica are actually concen- 
tration camps for slaves who get out of hand. RACISM 
is the key — a word they failed to mention. Now why 
am I picking on J&Y when there are people like 
McCartney, James Taylor and Carly Simon around? At 
Jeast they're trying to do something, right? It's cause 1 
think they're not as effective as they could be ._. Like 
that fine in Imagine about “no possession.” Everyone 
got a big laugh out of that one since it’s common 
knowledge the Lennons are wealthy as hell. | guess the 


imagining it. 1 mean Jet's face it, when it comes to 
lifestyle they -are stoned upperclass. More on the 
behind-the-scenes machinations of the underground’s 
first family in future Bad Vibes but in @ way I feel sorry 
for J & Y lately — ever since 1 became a Lennononogist 
to be exact — cause there ain't nothing worse than 
having a Weberman on your back. (IF you got 
something to say to J & Y write them at POB 654 / 
Old Chelsea Station / NYC 1011). My review of the 
Frost Show would be incomplete without a rap about 
Jerry who looked incredibly stupid sitting there and 
not saying a word since the last thing he did (aside 
from vacationing in Chile) was to take over the Frost 
Show in England on the grounds that it was “plastic.” 
Ed Sanders is headed for Nasville to cut a new 
disc...Allen Ginsberg has been signed with Apple...tim 
Brody is heading for the coast to a poets festival at 
Reed College...Tandy Brody is about to start on a book 
about astrology with Vogue's resident star gazer... 
speaking of astrology who's the most famous Leo. 
wiy Leo Durocher of course._If Joe Hill ever wrote a 
Dylan song what would it be called? Simple—YOU'LL 
GET COUNTRY PIE IN THE SKY WHEN YOU 
DIE..Marshall Efron walked out of a toilet the other 
night and said “One minute 15 seconds.’ Sensing an 
item for BV's 1 asked ‘What one minute and 15 
seconds?” “That was an average piss” answered 
Marshall. “I've been timing my tinkels for two 
months” — eam all the intimate facts about the 
underground stars in BV's...Ann Duncan's painting JIM 
MORRISON'S PRICK will be exhibited at the 
Woman's Open Art Show, 549 W. 52nd St., Jan. 21, 
7:30 PM. ...a collection of tearsheets of my articles 
from EVO including some rare-assed shit is available 
for $1.25 from POB 340/Canal St. Station/NYC 
10013...and now da da da — STEAL THIS COLUMN — 
remember reading about all those drecky pop-tops that 
smelied and caused CokeaCola to recall about a 
million cans? If you write to the Coke €o. at 
470-496 19th Ave./Paterson, NJ..07504 and tell them 


‘up cans they'll send you coupons for 2 o 4 six packs 
redeemable at most supermarkets...here's a new twist 
to the foreign coin slug scam — Danish 5 ore pieces are 
good substitutes for quarters in rolls. Like you put a 
couple of real quarters at the ends of the roll, the 
Danish coins in the middle, then go to a bank and tell 
them you want bills for your silver. When they ask for 
‘an account number make one up by checking a friend's 
bankbook and changing some insignificant numbers — 
like the third from the last — remember the new 
account number should be at least a hundred digits off 
Altho I've never pulled this one off, | know of people 
who haye and they say that the bank neverchecks inside 
the roll but weighs the coins instead.now that we've 
gone thru Steal This Column it’s time to pay tribute to 
that master of the rip-off, Abbie Hoffman, Abbie isin 
danger of going to prison for 10 years on that meatball 
Mayday rap. The government must know that AH. 
wasn’t “behind” Mayday but they want to imprison him 
for WPAX. It seems that some tapes were actually 
braodcast from Hanoi to ‘our’ troops and this consti 
tutes treason in their facistic minds, | think the reason 
Abbie is ‘on vacation’ is cause he feels itis no longer 
‘cool’ to do anything revolutionary since he hasn't 
received very much popular support and for his 
righteous actions and instead, had been attacked not 
only by the regular bigs but by the long-haired ones as 
well — like Rolling (in shit) Stone Magazine. 1 got a 
taste of what it was like to feel everyone was against 
you around the time that letter ‘purging’ me came out 
in the Voice since that happened at the same time 
Finnegin and the Red Squad (sounds like a rock group) 
‘were harrassingrme and it ain't too pleasant. And Jerry 
didn’t say @ word about this on National TV. Now if | 
wasn't blacklisted from the tube..{even Frectime 
won't have me on—Fern McBride claims I'm just a 
Publicity seeker but actually I think they don’t want to 
endanger their siatus with the superstar el > who hate 
‘my guts — like Dylan & J.& Y were on alreauy). One of 
the most tragic aspects of the Abbie thing is his hassle 
With Thomas (Luther) King Forcade — these two dudes 
are on the same trip but have different styles and 
should make-up and be friends and gang-up on the pigs 
One of the objects of BV’s is to cool that shit out — 
wish me luck.ABC-TV'’s LOVE AMERICAN STYLE 
recently had an episode about a guy who ‘gets all the 
girls’ by going through pop-stars’ garbage — I haven't 
‘been ripped off so bad since Manechevitz Wine Co. 
used 2 Maneshevitzologist on one of their commer. 
sials...The Rev. Theo Wagner has been writing away to 
mucho corporations asking for “contributions” for his 
church and has had a lot of success (A ton of oats from 
Quaker Oats, vitamins, electronic parts, etc.) Ted 
distributes the stuff to needy freaks — write him at 334 
West Wilson, Madison, Wise. for mote details and 
maybe some free goodies...It looks bad for WBAI’s 
“Uncle” Stevie Post — in fact there are those that think 
Steve is all washed up. When Krassner was in town he 
didn’t appear on Steve's Show and Marshall ain't been 
‘on too often lately either. Pest has to resort to reading 
sick letters by Ira Epstein which joke about My Lai, 
Attica in a fucked-up way. Ira is a med student now 
and is sharpening up his cynicism so that he can join 
his brothers in the AMA in rippin off the public by 
charging exhorbitant prices for our RIGHT to medical 
care. I wonder if Ira will work at the Free Clinic when 
he graduates or open a lucrative private practice 
somewhere? The only good thing that Steve ever did 
was give me Kate Smith's home number which is 
PL 2-3461 since she is one of the biggest people in 
music. BRING BACK THE ENEMA LADY! 
Meanwhile Alex Bennett continues to produce some 
really good programmes and is trying to serve as a 
uniting force in the movement which is sometimes very 
difficult when one’s politics and career become en- 
twined as is the case for most media people..RLF 
member Moses recently told me that a play called 
YIPPIE was being produced on the 12th Floor of the 
Gulf and Western Building. The next day | was up 
there and broke into a rehearsal screaming — “You 
can’t rip the Yippies — make money and not give a 
ent to our political prisoners and probably make us 
look bad to boot! They'll be a hundred people up here 
tomorrow and you'll get sued cause Abbie was far- 
sighted enough (o have the name copywritten in orde1 
to deal with cheap hustiers like youse!™ 
ssid the director, “the play has nothing to do with the 
Yippies. it's a love story where the hero is saying 
Yippie all the time, I wrote it in Greece five years ago 
dig the script.” Dare to struggle dare to goof...'m 
still available to talk at Catholic Schools, Highschools, 


only way they can relate to “no possessions’ is by that you got stuck with a carton or case of the fucks etc. — call 477-6: 


fe Se ee ee 


Page 18, January 25, 1972 
DR Know how it is, Plstart making it with somebody, and pungent slabs of hot spiced meatloaf, gobs and cloudy 


EAM STREET 


six feet tall, skinny, watery blue eyes, blonde hair, pink 

complexion dappled with acne, charter member of the 
Richard Speck Fraternity of The Extra Chromosome 
he took one glance at the bottom of my chart, and put 
the question to me with all the gentleness ofa straight 
razor. “Homosexual tendencies,’ he nodded. Like to get 
that one in an alley, with a switchblade.,Here, take 
this to the psychiatrist,” and he handed me an empty 
white envelope. My life warrant, “Third floor, rear.’ Get 
your sweet little rear end out of here faggot, before 1 
stick something in it. 

“So, Dean...” Do shrinks, like cops, slways call you 
by your first name? He was quite an elderly and stern 
gentleman, this one, just the sort of father figure whose 
approval one would avidly seek, and whose rejection 
one would dread—unless one were seriously. malad- 
justed, of course. “You say you have homosexual 
tendencies?” 1 nodded: it was on the form, after all 
“Have you had sexual contact with men before?” 


Yeah.” What wretch has not? Queers abound. 
“Was this when you were very young, with an older 
person?” 

“Um...Yeah.” He makes a brief note on a piece of 
paper. 

“And later on? When was the last time you had 
contact with aman?” 

“Gee, um... A month or 30 ago, I guess, 

“Hum.” Another mark. “And what about women?” 
h, like women, t00. I don’t often get a chance 
to make it with them, but.” 

He pauses in his scribbling and asks without looking 
up, “Well, which do you prefer, Dean, men or 


Now how the hell are you supposed to answer that 
fone? This was it, the lady or the tiger, sink or swim: 
the next few words out of my mouth would either 
liberate me, or be a source of everlasting remorse. An 
Uunuttorable fatigue swept over me, and I said the hell 
with it, “Aw, I dunno!" I shrugged testily. "I just don’t 
really make it very damn well with either of them,” It 
was the absolute truth, too: in my penniless state, no 
‘woman wanted a thing to do with me, and 1 myself 
have nevor had time for pansies. “Guys, chicks, shit,” 
Out of the comer of my eye, I noticed he was now 
scribbling like 4 maniac. A good sign! Elaborate! “You 


it'l go along fine for a couple weeks~and then it'll just 
fall apart. Always happens that way.” He was now on 
his thid sheet of paper. “To tell you the truth, I don’t 
wally do a hell of a lot of messing around any more. 
What's the use?” And I tactfully lapsed into silence, 
gazing at my upturned palms before me, blessing the 
fatigue that forbade me grinning at my own brilliance 
‘And drugs,” he nodded presently, his pen poised 
for further comment. “You say you take narcotics?” 

“Well, I don't know if they're called narcotics. It's 
dexedrine—that’s an amphetamine, isn't it? 1 do, you 
know, a few every couple weeks, for four or five days 
Sometimes more often, sometimes tess, Capsules. 1 
don’t think Tm addicted or anything, but I really get 
dragged out and depressed a lot, and they help me get 
up and g0 to work and stuff.” Not bad, wouldn't you 
say, for somebody who had once popped a few bennies 
for a midterm exam week? Hers Doktor is scribbling 
down yet more wonderful things about me on his 
iotepad, and the future is looking splended indeed 
“And of course, sometimes I smoke grass, but it 

doesn't do much fo me. A couple months ago ! took 4 
Seconal and got really sick..." 

Abnuptly he folds over the inch-thick sheaf of 
Papers and slides it into the envelope. Poising the 
gummed edge to be licked, he glances up at me with an 
expression of something like clinical interest, “Tell me, 
Dean, what do you plan to do with your life?” 

Does he think I would tell him if I knew? “Gee, u 
1 dunno. Maybe go back to school some day... 
Glancing around the room speculatively: “Or maybe 
TU! wind up in the Army.” Smiling shyly, politely: 
“That would kind of take care of things, I guess." 

“Take this envelope back to where you got it. Oh, 
and don’t come back.” 

‘The extrachromosome intern’s eyebrows raised 
when he saw the capacity-stuffed envelope I'd handed 
him. Automatically he reached for a blue form, then 
paused and looked up: “Did the psychologist say for 
You to come back next week?” 

“No, no, He said not to come back.” 

“Uh-huh.” Nodding, he reached over for a green 
form, stamped it vigorously, and handed it to me. 
“Give this to the officers in 2-C, and they'll give you 
‘your meal ticket and you can go hon 

Supper, in the army canteen around the corner, was 
the finest meal I'd had in’ many a year: Broad thick 


gobs of real mashed potatoes drenched in butter, fruit 
salad with whipped cream for dessert, milk, perked 
coffee, and a generous limit of three entire servings to a 
ticket, Rich red corpuscles teemed through my blood- 
stream as | wolfed ti down, Not only did I tear through 
the egal limit of my meal ticket, but I got the two 
extra servings of the kid actoss the tuble, who didn't 
have much of an appetite. A tall earnest youth with a 
wispy Béatle haircut he was, wearing a college varsity 
Jacket that had obviously been pressed by his mother. 
“Did they get you?” he asked. 

“I'm not sure,” said 1 throu 
Potatoes. “How da you tell 

“Did they tell you to come back after you ate?" He 
was carrying a copy of The Fountainhead, and a thick 
manila envelope 
‘No! They tole me nor to come back. What would 
they want me back there for? 

“To take the Oath 

“Jesus!” The meat loaf stuck in my throat. “L 
thought they waited a week or two to process your 
forms before they made a final decision, You mean 
that means 1 didn’t make it?” 

“Of course that means you didn't make it, You're 
L-Y or 4-F or something.” My expression of shock 
caused him to ask, “Did you want to make it?” 

“Fuckin Christ no! You mean I'm a free man? As of 
now? 

He nodded, and laid the forkful of meatloaf back 
down onto his plate in the profoundest attitude of 
ejection. “And, uh... Where ate you going when you 
get done here?” I asked gently. He pointed his thumb 
over his shoulder in the direction of Whitehall Street, A 
more dismal countenance I have never seen, 

Presently he arose, A kind of manic rictus, re- 
sembling somewhat a sardonic grin, rippled over his 
face as he pulled on his CCNY jacket, and suddenly he 
thrust his thick manila envelope over to me. “Here, 
take this,” he offered, “It’s no good to me any mote.” 
And clutching Ayn Rand in his fist, he darted out of 
the canteen, 

Inside the envelope were two smaller ones, both 
addressed to “Psychologist: Whitehall Street, 
Selective Service Induction Centre.” Also there were 
about a hundred offset leaflets that were headlined 
STOP THE DRAFT! I didn't read a word of any of it. 
went home to bed. 
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ACE FLICKS 


STRAW DOGS: 
Directed by Sam Peckinpah 


by John Gabree 


In eight years of off and on movie reviewing, { can’t 
ever remember feeling so strongly the urge to say Don't 
See It as I do about Sam Peckinpah’s Straw Dogs. And 
not because I don't think it was a good movie, 
Cinematically, it is first-rate, a solid scrip, well-acted, 
beautifully filmed, tautly directed. It's lovely all right. 
Ws lovely like an F-111 or a hand-cast knife blade ora 
clean karate chop. 

Tm not sure I can sort out my feelings about this 
film. I understand that Vincent Canby, in the Sunday 
Times of a week ago, said that there are two responses 
to the growing violence in movies. Like pornography, 
T'm told he said—this has to be second hand because f 
stopped reading the Sunday Times a year ago for 
reasons of money, time and ecologylike pornography, 
Violence can be seen as either an escape valve or a 
catalyst. Put_your Average Potential Murderer in a 
theater full of psychiatrists and project Dirty Harry or 
The French Connection ar Clockwork Orange or Straw 
Dogs, and half the mindbenders will be convinced that 
your APM has been vicariously satisfied while the other 
half will be suse he has been aggravated, Scientifically 
who's to tell? Even if it could be conclusively proved 
that violence (or pornography) worsens the behavior of 
the deranged, it wouldn't settle the philosophical 
debate over censorship (nor the underlying problem of 
whether to control distorted personalities of alter the 
society that distorts them). 

Two other questions are more interesting. The first 
is as abstract and highfallutin’ as Canby’s, though 1 
think a good deal more relevant to current politics, 
‘And that is the effect of movie (and ty) violence not on 
the individual but on the group. Although the situation 
has begun to change in the last few months, in general 
we of the left have failed to do much hard thinking 
about the role of violence as a political tactic, The 
agony and frustration inspired by the dissolution of the 
movement has made us applaud unc 
acts of violence that, however gratifying for the 
discomfit they have caused the enemy, have not really 
advanced the revolution. And for the same reason for 
the ic effect upon our psyches—we haye 
inced by movies, like El Topo and Clockwork 
Orange, that in effect ennoble violence and make it 
attractive, I can't prove it but it seems to me that the 
most likely result of watching very violent events, 
whether factual or fictional, is less to. increase or 
than to 
tive tolerance of violence, And the 
only effect of that can be to make it easier for those 
who want to use violence on a mass scale, whether 
against us or the Vietnamese, 


Tonly know, and this is really the second point, that 
Straw Dogs increased my tolerance for violence. It is 
possible to stand outside the contrived and cynical 
Violence of movies like El Topo and Clockwork, 
because the mediation both of the filmmakers’ abilities 
or inabilities and of the filmmaking process itself keep 
lus removed from the auction (in the same way that the 
‘men and machines of television contrive to convince us 
that the live-remote atrocities we're seeing aren't real), 
With Peckinpah there is no such option. So skillfully 
does he use the medium that I left the theater literally 
nauseated, Nor was I alone. I can’t remember ever 
riding in an elevator as quiet as the one that descended 
from that screening room. But unless you're starved for 


ACE LEGIT 


by Pat Morris 

The James Joyce Memorial Liquid Theatre people 
give a pretty good party, complete with music, 
dancing, light shows and sensitivity sessions. ‘Their 
Sensitivity session, especially the maze, is extremely 
well done, relaxing, and I suppose for some it is 
revealing. I's nice to be kissed, stroked, fondled and 
anointed, anytime. It's nice for strangers to love you, 
and want to give you a good time, Free your head. 

OF course, the JIMLT isn’t immune from the 
bureaucratic hangups they ate helping people escape 
from, I got in trouble for choosing to go into the maze 
with a different group from that which I was assigned, 
Then, when I got to my “touch” class, who should 
turn out to be my partner but one of the few people in 
the world 1 truly despise—an old boss who used to 
pinch my ass all the time and dock me an hour's pay if 
1 punched in at 9:01). When I moved to avoid having 
his putrid hands touch my precious body, a distinct 
look of disapproval came over my “leader's” face. 
Musn’t upset the established order of things. 

In spite of the control grotips conscious attempt to 
remove the barriers between audience and performers, 
the separation was quite real, From a clever and well 
done stage skit about Adam and Eve discovering their 
bodies, the cast invaded the audience, not as part of 
the human family, which would have been the lo 
denouement of the evening, but impersonat 
gorillas, and whatever other hostile animals 
think of. There was a certain smugne: 


In spite of the few truly exhilarating moments, I left 
the JIMLT feeling quite sad. The whole scene is more 
or less out of Huxley or Future Shock. Plunk down 
your money (in this case $8.25) and we will lave you, 
and give you something to see, to smell, to touch, to 
hear, and to be touched by. The group should be 
con: id for their approach to hi 


experience I can't imagine why you'd subject self 
10 iT honestly felt degraded by iat toeeh ore 


way my humanity had been assaulted and eaten evap 


David (Dustin Hoffman), 2 mild mannered, 
American mathmetician, and Amy (Susan George), his 
wife, haye rented a farmhouse in the British 
countryside where she spent childhood summers, 
ostensibly so he can write a book. They also may be 
there because they are both cowards and’ the 
farmhouse is remote from the real world, He is met 
With hostility by the young men of town. She is openly 
desired, especially by a formet beau, She is taped 
twice. He runs over the town moron who has 
accidently killed the sister of one of the rapers. When 
the brother, father, second raper and two or three 
others come to get the moron, David refuses to give 
‘him up, They attack the house. He freaks out that his 
castle is being invaded und manages, after much 
bloodshed, to kill the Jot. None of this is terribly 
extreme given the mayhem we have already seen on 
movie screens. Most of the attackers are either blown 
‘apart by a shotgun or coshed with a poker, The only 
death that is bizarre, a strangling in an antique icon 
poacher trap, is not dwelt upon. In fact. Straw Dogs 
Impact stems from the loving way Peckinpah offers 
voty everyday viol 

What is most screwed up about Straw Dogs and its 
competitors is the underlying. values. Newspaper ads 
for the film quote Newsweek: “It fwlessly expresses 
the belief that manhood requires rites of violence.” 
‘The Liberal and Christian assertion of the supremacy 
of the individual is stretched by these films as far as it 
can go. The expression of free will is more important 
than any consequences. And somehow you never get to 
see un enraged pacifist expressing his free will by not 
killing someone, 

Which is not to'say that there are not important 
differences among films of this type. Straw Dogs is a 
much more honorable film than, say, Clockwork 
Orange, to take an overworked example. Unlike 
Kubrick's, Peckinpah’s people are not all. pariahs; 
thought not particularly likeable, they are quite real, 
fleshed ont with little positive and negative character 
traits that subtly thicken the texture of the action, 
Nor, in the strictest sense, does Peckinpah exploit his 
material, The rape in Straw Dogs is not only much 
‘more searing for the audience than the peep show 
routines in Clockwork Orange, but it is absolutely 
crucial tothe seamless web of Peckinpah’s story, 
Kubrick stages rapes for our benefit; Peckinpah’s 
happens within the context of the film. One imagines 
that Peckinpah would have made Straw Dogs whether 
violence were in vogue or no, that in fact he isin love 
with violence. That may be honest, but it isn't healthy. 


the context in which they must perform negates any 
positive Value of their work. 

T haye yet to discover the connection with James 
Joyce who was about as hedonistic as John Calvin, 
Perhaps the religious aspects of the performance would 
have appealed to Joyce's frishness. The combination of 
pre-Christian nature worship and controlled Gregorian 
shanting was an accurate statement about Irish Catho- 
licism, although | somehow doubt this is what the 
group intended it to be. 1 doubt Joyce would have 
approved of the “recreational director” aspect of the 
leaders — just when you're all worked up and want to 
dance, they make you stand in a circule and sing 
“Om,"* Just when you want ta lie on the floor and just 
groove on it, someone decides you're an uptight idiot if 
‘you don’t let them throw you up in the air. te., etc 

Valuable things can come out of going to the Liquid 
‘Theatre, which after all is its purpose as an experiment 
Someone had to do it, and in the context of 2 
“museum piece” they have done quite well. Now it’s 
Uup to someone else to take the good things and make 
them work in other areas. Otherwise the whole 
experistice could become even more programmed, 
useless, and maybe even harmful, 

If you're feeling unloved, alientated from your body 
or from society, or generally down, go to the James 
Joyce Memorial Liquid Theatre. It's cheaper than 
therapy, demands less intimacy than a party, and the 
people there are certainly prettier than the avers 
Prostitute, and much more idealistic and tender. 
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Artie’s act is perfect. By this time his 
subject is usually begging him to accept 
the money. He knows the people to pick; 
those that, because of their own admitted 
habit, know how to score money quickly. 
They do it for themselves regularly. 
borrowing from friends or nocking some. 
thing, and will surely do it to help out 
their poor friend. In six months time, 
Artie has taken off three different parties 
in just one hall. After he has gotten the 
money, his mock friendship is no longer 
necessary and he has brazenly come right 
out and told a few of his suckers: 
“You're never going to see a penny of 
this.” Artie's gambling habit is much 
more expensive to keep up than his Bingo 
cohorts but at their expense he has found 
a way of affording it. 

Bingo, the silly game that few even 
consider as gambling has turned many 
lives into a nightmare. All the Joneses 
suffering from the Buy-Now, Pay-Later 
doldroms looked upon Bingo us a way 
out but found instead they had become 
even more entrapped. They now had to 
find the money to pay for the Bingo that. 
was going to produce the money to pay 
for the bills, which never got paid even 
when they did win. 

“The problem with this and all 
gambling” says Bernie P., from Gambler's 
Anonymous, “is that the people think 
their problem is money and keep playing 
hoping to win and thereby solve the 
problem. But money isn’t their problem 
— gambling is their problem. They have 
become compulsive gamblers just like the 
horse player, just like the crap shooter. 
Bingo is gambling. Now if they want to 
know whether they are compulsive 
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gamblers or not,” Bernie continued, “just 
let them read these twenty questions. If 
they answer yes to seven or more then 
they had better give us a call at Gambler's 
Anonymous (MU 9-7500)." The 
‘questions were: 


(1) Do You lose time due to gambling? 
(2) Is gambling making vour home life 


unhappy? 

(3)1s gambling affecting your 
reputation? 

(4) Have you ever felt remorse after 
gambling? 


(5) Do you gamble to get money to pay 
debts or otherwise solve financial 
difficulty? 

(6) Does gambling cause a decrease in 
Your ambition or efficiency? 

(7) After losing do you feel you have to 
return as soon as possible to. make 
back losses? 

(8) After a win do you have stronger 
urge to return and win again? 

(9)Do you often gamble til the last 
dollar is gone? 

(10) Do you ever borrow to finance your 
gambling? 

(11) Have you ever sold any valuable or 
personal property to finance 
‘gambling? 

(12) Are you reluctant to use gambling 
‘money for normal expenditures? 
(13). cambling make you careless of 

the welfare of your family? 

(14) Do you ever gamble longer than you 
have planned? 

(15) Do you ever gamble to escape worry 
or trouble? 

(16) Have you ever committed or con- 
sidered committing an illegal act to 
finance your gambling? 

(17) Does gambling cause you to have 
difficulty sleeping? 

(18) Do arguments, disappointments or 
frustrations create an urge 10 
‘gamble? 

(19) Do you have an wge to celebrate 
any good fortune by gambling? 

(20) Have you "ever considered self: 
destruction because of your 
gambling? 


Gambler's Anonymous, Mr. and Mrs. 
Jones? Probably not. It sounds too much 
like work for them, They want that 
“quick and easy" route, remember. Sig- 
nificantly, there are more suicides (the 
quickest escape route of them all) be- 
cause of gambling debts than because of 
either drugs or alcohol. 
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lefending themselves ... honor all of our 

es commitments .. defend our inter 
est, But where our interests or our treaty 
commitments are not involved our role 
will be limited. — We will not intervene 
militarily .. but ... use our influence to 
prevent war. (1) sop it” Sines neatly 
‘any country the U.S. is likely to defend is 
country with which the U.S. already has 
a treaty or interest, this is not a particu 
larly meaningful statement, but the fact 
that Nixon feels it necessary to state the 
case in such terms may indicate a lesser 
role for the U.S. 

Tn regard to China and Russia, he says, 
“shall go there with no illusion .,. But 
peace depends on the ability of great 
powers to live together on the same 
planet despite their differences.” This 
kind of statement, and @ hundred more 
like it in the Message, indicate that in "72, 
Nixon intends to portray himself as the 
Great Statesman, planted squarely in the 
middle of the political road, and covering 
it as for out to the edges a3 possible. 
Nixon has developed the knack of drop- 
ping in the favorite code words of both 

« leftwinger and rightwinger, thus maine 
taining separate, contradietory, and simul 
taneous communi and empathy 
with both, It's a delicate art that is at the 
heart of the truly great phony. 

In the third part, Nixon deals with the 
depression we are experiencing “...prog- 
ress toward"our goal of a new prosperity 
without war, Nixon notes that industrial 
production, consumer spending, retail 
sales and personal income are all up. He 
fails to note that they are up because of a 
runaway inflation which is poleaxing the 
value of the dollar. He makes a direct 
connection between the bum ecénomy 


and the declining war ~ “if the more than 
2 million men (what about women?) 
teleased fror: the Armed Forces and 
defense-related industries were still on 
their wartime jobs, unemployment would 
be far lower.” He continually refers to 
“peacetime years,” “employment in 
Peacetime,” “and “prosperity without 
war.” 

In effect, he is saying to the liberals — 
“The depression is your fault for forcing 
me to end the war.” It is a Nixonesque 
gambit in the scurviest tradition. He isa 
master. 

The fourth section is the beginnings of 
Nixon’s direct political campaigning, as 
opposed to the usual administration of 
the empire by expediency. In this section, 
he calls upon us to “go forward to. 
gether.” He notes that, “There are more 
candidates for the Presidency in this 
chamber today than there probably have 
been at any one time in the whole history 
of the Republic.” This is a subtle put- 
down implying that the more candidates, 
the less important and more greedy each 
‘one is. But other than a few mild growls 
to remind his opponents that he still has 
his MeCarthyite teeth, Nixon appeats to 
have no plans to confront his opponents 
head on, Instead, he will, in his termin- 
ology, make long pass, and attempt to 
pass over the heads of his rivals. He will 
increasingly play the role of the Great 
Statesman, especially using his China and 
Russia trips. He will take increasingly 
socalled non-partisan stances. In other 
words, he will try to represent all of 
honkiedom, rather than any particular 
faction. “Because this year is an election 
‘year, it will be a time of great pressure .. 
rise above partisan interest to serve the 
national interest.” He calls upon Congress, 
to pass his programs, support him, and 

for everyone to do his trip in "72. Let's 


‘come together, he says, over me, 

‘The rest of the speech is a pep talk, an 
expensively “commissioned commence- 
‘ment speech, References to the Statue of 
Liberty, 1776, ete. Thete is little in the 
speech to suprise, but a pattern emerges 
Richard M. Nixon is going to try to pass 
himself off as Ike, and 1972 as 1956. It 
Will probably work, because his Demo- 
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cratic opponents don’t have nearly the 
stature of Nixon in the arena of power 
politics, 

As I stand listening to Nixon's jive, I 
can't help thinking that one good bomb 
would wipe out the entire military, ex- 
ecutive, legislative, and judicial hierarchy, 
and that if that bomb went off, I would 
20, too. 
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SHMART 


ment. When they finally did, they spent 
more time writing their press release than 
they did writing the judgment. This was a 
portent of the future. Their judgment was 
to order Mr. Hoffman to give me $1,000 
and 10,000 books at cost. Both Mr. 
Hoffman and 1 recognized and agreed 
that this was 3 completely foolish, utter- 
ly_ naive, and eminently stupid decision, 
and we both vigorously lobbied for a cash 
settlement. This the judges agreed to do. 
While Mr. Hoffman and 1 waited in the 
antechamber, they spent about an hour 
drawing up a new judgment. The new one 
also ordered Mr. Hoffman to give me 
$1,000 and 10,000 books at cost. It was 
called a “karma alignment.” The three 
judges then signed the judgment, which 
included themselves as administrators and 
contractors with Grove for the books, Mr. 
Hoffman was directed to negotiate a 
suitable arrangement for them to sign 
with Grove by October 1, and to pay me 
$1,000 by November 1. 

On October 1, 1971, I delivered to the 
office of Pirate Editions an invoice for 
the fitst 2,000 books. The books were to 
be delivered in lots of 2,000. On October 
2, when the shipment did not appear, 1 
immediately invoked provision of the 
agreement calling for a meeting of the 
arbitration panel. To this date, the panel 
has never met. On October 2, 1971, for 
all intents and purposes, the so-called 
people's court cease to exist. 

‘On November 1, 1971, I skipped 
lightly to my mailbox in Washington, 
D.C., twirled the combination in eager 
anticipation and opened the little door to 
be met by a singularly disappointing 
sight: the clear white light of emptiness, 
Afier repeated attempts to get in touch 
with the elusive Mr. Vishner, Twas 
informed that “the check must have been 
lost in the mail.” No matter, it would 
hhave had to be replaced anyway, since 
according to Vishner, it was not certified, 
and bore the endorsement, “editor 
serviees paid in full.” The cashing of this 
check by me under New York State law 
would have abrogated my rights to addi- 
tional compensation, e.g. the 10,000 
bbooks or their cash equivalent, 

Nearly two months later, a second 
check was finally obtained, Lefeourt had 
stalled on the basis that only Hoffman 
could sign, Although I immediately 
uncovered the fact that Carol Reamer was 
also a signer, the judges still did not meet 
and seemed to have infinite patience and 
forgiveness in waiting for me to get my 
money. Katpel was on vacation in North 
‘Africa and Dr. Levy was on a whirlwind 
tour to promiote his new book, 

‘The second check was certified and 
also boldly bore the endorsement “for 
editorial services, paid in full." Mr, Vish- 
ner had by now graduated from being a 
counterboy at Nathan's to being a flack 
for the N.¥.C. Office of Consumer 
Affairs, where consumer law is a staple 
item. So he felt confident in agreeing 
with me that this check was completely 
improper, and as far as 1 was concerned, 
worthless. He promised to take it back to 
Mr. Lefcourt and have it replaced with a 
proper check. 

Tt was finally apparent to me what had 
been apparent to others all along — that I 
was dealing with a collection of bumbling 
dundetheads who had shown by-a series 
of monstrously poor judgments, decep- 
tions, outright lies, ill-conceived acts, 
tasteless statements, and cretinous think- 
ing that they lacked any measure of the 
stature and integrity necessary to com- 
plete what they had promised. 

Therefore, upon my arrival back in 
New York City on Juntury 13, 1972, 1 
called Vishner and asked him if he had 
‘any money for me and received the by 
now traditional answer. 1 then informed 
hhim that 1 intended to reopen my suit 
inst Hoffman and further, for failure 


‘written themselves into and signed, 1 
intended to sue Karpel, Levy, Vishner, 
and if possible, Vishner’s goldfish, para. 
eet, ant farm, cockroaches, 3 cats, his 
ancestors to the 4th generation and his 
descendants to the 7th generation, And as 
Jong as Dana Beal remained in jail while 
Vishner played with himself, that Vishner 
failed to meet the minimum requirements 
for inclusion into the human race. I let 
the public's response to this article 
determine finally whether to sue the 
judges, however. 

‘The end result of this for me has been 
that to this date I have not received one 
cent or one book from Abbie Hoffman, 
and the so-alled judges have not met 
once since their press conference. The 
counter-culture has been made to look 
like a bunch of meatballs floundering in 
their own gravy and sucking on their own 
spaghetti. 


BELFAST 


troops in the Province that the real 
enemies are the Roman Catholics, it is 
Virtually impossible to be impartial, when 
it is obvious to all and sundry, that these . 
and solely these are behind the troubles. 
Would you find a Protestant in the 
LR.A.? Certainly not. They wouldn't 
lower themselves to the standard of the 
Roman Catholics. It is a great pity the 
army intervened in "69, a few more days 
and the “Prods” would have cleared up 
the trouble completely by themselves... 
Even more frightening is the 
knowledge that there is nowhere to 
legally turn. According to the Special 
Powers Act, no citizen can appeal a 


conviction, demand a fair trial, or 
Prosecute the army for brutality. 
The Belfast Citizens Defense 


Committee is providing internees, their 
families, and victims of brutality with 
food, clothing, Noor space to sleep on, 
and medicine, as much as they can with 
the private donations they receive. They 
also take statements by those physically 
or mentally hurt by the army. I read page 
afier page of signed statements by people 
who have been shot, beaten, stabbed, had 
cigarettes stamped out on them, etc. 
When I asked what they would do with 
the statements, | was informed that there 
was nothing that legally could be done. 
“All we can do is try and leave a record 
of what happened.” A chronicle of 
misery, condoned by the rest of the 
world, paid for in part by American tax 
dollars. 
“Taken in and photopraphed. Pat sting down 
‘sym with about 100 others. ands untied 
door. After one hour Special Branch msn start 
calling out names. Bstches of six taken out 
Come back breathles, bleeding, and limping. 
One ed in with Meod poring from head 
Now, hear my own name calle. Six of us in 
all. “Grabbed on each side outside door by 
MP2 forced 10 rut. Half jump, hall dragged 
‘over low stone wall sucround, through rose bed 
into field. Helicopter about 70. yards away. 


Propeller churning Doors pen. “Run. you 
swine.” Kicked an 
Police dogs snapping at either side of corridor, 
Soldiers jump in way. Knock you down. Fall 
and you are picked up, 

‘Kicked up ramp into helicopter. No zooner 
sitting than told jump out” Now told bend 
down. Then ‘tun.kicked. Back 10 gyi 
‘building. Flang through door. Struck wrist 
badly ere..Now taken for interrogation to 
Special Branch. Two men. Asked solicitor. No 
‘hance. No comment. Name, address, and little 
lie. "You could do four years for refusing 10 
cooperate,” 

‘Taken upstairs Sit on floor in crowded 
room. About 170. there—air short and 
'stuffy..See a blind man le in. Another victory 
for the allconquering British Army.-Thete 
biggest win since Waterloo,” 

‘Seamus O Tuathal in a statement 
smuggled out of Crumin Road Prison. 


And yet there is 2 glimmer of hope. 
The knowledge that little by little the 
extermination of the Irish isbeing made 
known to the rest of the world, the 
thought that maybe world pressure will 
come to bear on England, The occasional 


generations mix, and laugh, and sing Irish 
songs, albeit quietly. The knowledge that 
daily British soldiers are deserting, 
refusing to play their ordained role of 
jailers and murderers of the innocent. 
FIGHT FOR CIVIL RIGHTS 


One of the main givers of hope is the 
Northern Ireland Civil Rights Association. 
It's philosophy is simple and natural. The 
Civil Rights people maintain that the 
Present corrupt government at Stormont 
is not supported by the majority of the 
people of Northern Ireland. It maintains 
that this government, by systematically 
denying the Roman Catholic population 
good jobs, decent housing, and other 
necessities, has stirred up sectarian hatred 
between Catholics and Protestants who 
live virtually the same meager working 
class lives. Sectarian hatred suits the 
purposes of the men in Stormont, for by 
kkeeping the people fighting with cach 
other, they are keeping them from 
banding together and fighting for a better 

life. The executive of the CRA. is 40% 

Protestant. 

The NICRA has presented the 
following demands to the government of 
Northern Ireland: 

1. An sd to. the Orange/Unionist 
governmental structure and institution 
Of a proportionally representative 
democracy. 

. An end to the exploitation of 
sectarianism, and of the alliances 
between political parties and religious 
sects. 

3. The release of all interes held 
Without charge or trial; the abolition 
‘of the Special Powers Act; withdrawl 
of gun licenses, which as consistently 
siven to sectarian vigilante groups; the 
end of all paramilitary forces; a 
Withdrawal of troops to barracks; an 
inquiry into the judiciary system: a 
Bill of Rights for Northern Ireland. 
They also suggest that Jack Lynch 

restore civil liberties in the Republic of 

Ireland, 

The program of the NICRA can seem 
nothing else but reasonable. As yet 
NICRA has been the victim of viscious 
atiack from both the Northem Ireland 
government and the British occupation 
forces. 

On August 9, 1971, 104 Civil Rights 
workers were interned without trial 
ince internment our membership has 
grown tremendously,” said Kevin 
McCorry, a NICRA executive, “but at 
-that time 104 people was a tremendous 
percentage of our movement. And you 
have to remember it was the most active 
people who were lifted.” 

McCorry himself had been picked up 
three times in the few weeks before 1 
spoke to him. As an organizer who 
threatens to. activate the people of 
Northern Ireland politically, he, like his 
colleagues, represents a far more potent 


AHARD KNIGHTS DAY 


snipers” the British claim they are 
interning. 

¥e are looking for political change, 
“McCory says “The government must 
be changed (0 at least United Kingdom 
standards. We're not just looking for an 
end to internment. That will just bring us 
bback to where we were before August 9th 
of this year. They think they can end 
interament and everyone will be happy, 
but people have become far too 
politicized for that. England is afraid of a 
strong political movement. That's why 
‘we're being interned. One of our people, 
Quigley, was intemed when he tried to 
start a branch of the CRA in the lower 
Falls.” 

The CRA is fighting repression with its 
most potent weapon, money. Thirty 
thousand families so far are refusing 10 
Pay rent, real estate taxes, and utility 
bills. Britain is toppling under the burden 
of such 2 loss of money. 

“They're harrassing the people on rent 
and rate strike,” McCorry informed me. 
“They take the money out of their pay 
checks, or out of their pensions. There 
are two acts by whichthe government can 
withhold a person's rent, plus an extra 
£1.50. Sometimes they take money 
under both acts. If you call and say 
you've had too much money taken out, 
they tell you it’s just the bureaucracy, 
that they'll eventually straight it out.” 


“Is thereany legal redress for those 
people?” 

“There isn’t any legal anything. We 
just_have to hope the people stick 
together, and that they hold up. We're 
getting some support from England. 
Recently Britains T.U.C. (author's note: 
Britains equivalent of the AFL CIO), 
which has 12,000 members, passed a 
resolution demanding the same things the 
CRA demands, We get some support from 
America, but most American money has 


$0 many strings attached to it that it 
almost isnt worth it 

“We're beginning to make some noise in 
England. At least 5,000 people marched 


here in Belfast last Sunday (Jan, 2). They 
can’t ignore that. But we won't accept 
ct rule from Westminister, or any of 
the councils or commissions they talk 
about. Wilson thinks the trouble will stop 
by uniting Ireland within the U.K. That 
will just bring the people back to before 
1921. 

“We want a democratic government in 
Northern Ireland. We are fighting for Civil 
Rights. But we are not part of the 
nationalist movement. You can't have a 
nationalistic movement now; the 
nationalists haye missed the people. You 
can't have 3 nationalist movement until 
‘one million Protestants are at least 
auetralized. With interment, a lot of the 
nationlists, such as Bernadetic Devlin, are 
getting back into the Civil Rights issues.” 
Part Ill the national 


(tune: A Hard Days Night; dedicated to the British Offi- 


‘cers in Northern Ireland) 

Its been a hard knights day 

‘And Ive been beatin em in the Bog 
Its been a hard knights day 

‘And weve been shootin em like a dog 
But when I get home to Kew 

find the thing that you do 

Will make me feel alright 

‘You know I kill all day 

To get you money to buy you things 
And its worth it just to hear you say 
ve served my cunt and my king 

‘So why Hove to come home 

Cos when I fuck you alone 

You know Ill be okay 


When Im home everything seems to be alright 


When km home feeling you loading me tight 
‘Yeah 
Its been a hard knights day 


Tuli Kuferberg 


HARLEM 
FOUR 


Yoko strode to the front und shook 
hands with the 4, who recognized the 
visitors even though they have been in jail 
since “I Want To Hold Your Hand.” was 
oon the charts 
Without warning, the defense 
attorneys announced on Monday that 
they planned to call not a single witness, 
and thus the summarizations began, the 
ong reciting of the facts of the case, 
suitably twisted for each side. Kunstler 
gave a fairly interesting account of 
himself, emphasizing the way just about 
all of the prosecution witnesses were used 
by theD.A_and were as much victims of 
the system as the defendants. Steele gave 
a long and methodical replay of all the 
testimony and all the discrepencies. By 
Friday afternoon, the thing was over und 
done and the jury was ready to 
deliberate. 
‘And so concludes the third trial of the 
4 defendants and the 4 trials altogether 
since the mess began almost 8 years ago. 
It is difficult to accept that on Monday or 
Tuesday or Wednesday or Thursday the 
jury will come out of the back room and. 
announce that the defendants are 
innocent and should be sent home to 
their mothers at once, or guilty, and must 
spend the rest of their lives, maybe 40 or 
30. years, in Attica or some other 
helthole, Odds in the courtroom now 
favor a mistrial by a hung jury, but you 
can never be sure. One searches in vain 
for any sign of how the jurors feel: a 
smile, a frown, long sideburns, a slightly 
effeminate manner. According to Ralph 
Blumenfeld of the Post, the average age 
‘of the jurors is 61. Only 3 are blacks 
(although the foreman is a friend of one 
‘of Barne’s mugging victims), Still, a hung 
jury is favored. 
Indeed, how cany any person with all 
his marbles make a negative judgment in a 
case so marred by slipshod procedures 
and contradictions in testimony? 
Anyway, after 8 years, who even cares? 
Margit Sugar is dead for all time, and 
sending the 4 defendants back to the rock 
after this mockery of a trial will not doa 
thing to soothe her family. If a mistrial is 
declared, the 4 will probably be released, 
and the chances of Robert Rice and 
Daniel Hamm to get new trials will be 
good, although a conviction will mean it 
isall over for the 6 of them. 


TO WALLACE BAKER 


Your concern for the children 
brought about a change in your life. 
As the fruit rolled down 
the filthy streets of Harlem, 
And hungry ghetto children a scrambled 
forit 
thoughts of “Yeah get it’ ran through 
my mind, 
Just then I heard screams 
screams af a child being beat. 
Reactions were automatic, and tersion 
became our brother. 
You, Wallace, was caught in the middle 
‘of hells front doo 
While I tried hard 10 fight_my 
Wuy to your side. 
But the ocean of blue uniforms 
stopped me in my tracks. 
The clubs were put into use, and blood 
Slowed 
‘from your head, 
Each time you were hit, I to felt the blow, 
Though I didn't bleed on the outside, 
my heart and soul was full of blood. 
All at once your body went limp. 
But the blows wouldn't stop. 
With tears running down the side of my 
face 
1 found a path that brought me within 
five feet of your limp body. 
But the blows still wouldn't stop. 
J screamed and called your name, but 
“YoU were gone. 
Children screaming, guns, drawn, and by- 
‘standers shouting, “Oh my god don't 
Kell him” 
was the only thing I remembered 
«as 1 was hit across the shoulder end 
Yanked to the sidewalk. 


Young girls gave me shelter 
while you were pushed in the slaughter 
cor, 
Tears kept me from seeing what direction 
‘vou were taken in. And when I 
realized where I was, and what had 
‘happened, 
ran t0 the nearest slaughter house. 
41 was the same stanus-quo 
0 I tried t0 ge in t0 see you. 
Twas told you were not there. And a half 
‘hour 
later you were brought out 
And your condition was worse. 
Though this was years ago 
Tremember it as if it was yesterday, 
because the effects of those blows 
changed both our lives, 
To you, Wallace, Love always. 


-WILLIAM CRAIG 


January 25, 19. 
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